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CHAP. I. 

Hark ! hard ye thtt sigh ? 

Solemn and deep, It seemM !ike miaery's tone ; 

I , ■ a nd haik !— a groan ( 

Haatiat* 

OHRILL and piercing was the shriek which 
proceeded from the chamber orAdelheida; 
the arched galleries and spiral turrets of 
Montranzo re-eclioed the sounds and again 
sank to their own deep stillness. The Cas- 
tle clock bad already announced the ap- 
proach of Midnight, and her ebon wand 
in darkness veiled creation's picture. Hu- 
berto paced the corridor: thrice he paused; 
VOL. I. n . and 
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^ftdthrrre, in dire expectancy, he hV 
tened, with eager, unbreathing trepidation. 
*' Adclheida I" he articulated ; '^ my — ray 
Adelheidal" and, in the impulse of agony, 
struck his clenched hand against his fore- 
head. " Dreadful, dreadful mome^it ! ten- 
der, suffering, patient, excellent Adel- 
heida, how shall Si preserve the secret ? 
how Fc ^11 I bury my despair ! how shall I 
conceal the distraction of a husbdnd ! Ah, 
niv benefactor, injured, generous father 
of my love, how has the child of your 
bounty, the orphan of your charity, re- 
quited the obligations of gratitude ! how 
has he forgotten the distinctions of Mrth, 
the disparity of fortune ! Merciful 
Heaven V rushing forward ; for :^?ain, 
lingering, intermitting, yet fainter, re* 
echoed the shrieks of anguish. He paused 
not till he reached the extremity of the 
gallery ; sobs, laud and heavy, wrung by 
the coovuhions of nature, brokfi th^ 
grave s deep stillness which prevailed, and 
beiriiyed the torture of the suflerer. Hii 
. ^ hand 
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hand was placed upon the lock, yet he 
dared not enter — Adelbeida dying, Adel- 
heida, the worshipped object of his adora- 
tion, the sanction^ idol of his vows, ex- 
hausted, panting, breathless, presented 
herself to his imagination, and mocked 
the effoi'ts of fortitude. 

While yet he stood irresolute, uncon- 
scious how to act or what to say — whether 
td proclaim her his wife, and explain at 
dtioe his interest, or to shrink back, and 
bury in solitude his despair, the Conte 
Alverani, wild, horror-struck, dismayed, 
rushed from an'-adjoining apartment. At 
the sight of Hiiberto, he started ; his 
countenance assumed a ghastly paleness ; 
he staggered back a fVw paces, placed his 
spread hands upon his eyes, and groaned, 
*'Avaunt, wretch!" At length, in a deep 
sepulchral tone, he articulated, " blast not 
my sight: fly, fly; and may the demons 
of darkness — — " 

"JPorbcar, my Lord," interrupted IIu- 

B ^ berto; 
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berto; who, in the: anger of the Coht€t 
read at once the discovery of his marriage, 
and the pregnancy of his Adelheida ; 
"forbear, nor, in a moirrent like this, 
crush one already fallen with the heavy 
weight of a raalediction/* 

** A moment like, this !'^ repeated the 
incensed Alverani ; " a moment like this !" 
and he grasped the hilt of his stiletto. 
*' Ponder well your words; rouse not my 
ftiry ; bury Yt)urself in the earth's deep 
surface, for concealment can alone baffle 
vengeance. Begone ! pause another mo- 
ment, and the life s warm stream, now flow- 
ing round your heart, shall appease the — " 

"What! my friend, my benefactor; 
my father!" and he sank on his knee be- 
fore him. "Strike, "-and he made bare his 
bosom ; " taice the life which your bounty 
preserved, which your munificence che- 
rished." 

'^ Father!" muttered the Conte, "'tis 

false." ' 

" No, no, no," ejaculated Di Rinaldini, 

forcibly 
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forcibly grasping his hind ; '* father given 

me by Adelheida." 

Again loud and reiterated shrieks filled 
the gallery; again sobs; sighs^ and ex- 
clamations, betrayed the paroxysm of 
paiii. 

"My daughter? my daughter!" .mur** 
mured the nearly frantic Confe.. 

'*My wife !*' groaned Huberto, starting 
from his imploring attitude, and once 
more flying to the door of the apart- 
ment. 

The Conte followed him ; he seized his 
arm : *' Explain/* he importuned ; " fa- 
ther, wife, Adelheida/* 

"Yes, yes; in the 'sight of Heaven, 
Adelheida is my wife," answered Di Ri- 
naldini ; " our vows are ratified — ^soon 
shall I become a father." 

" Never, never," groaned the Conte, 
throwing himself with violence on the 
(}oor^ tearing his. hair, and acting as 

B 3 though 
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iJlQiijgh noder the wild ej^travagance of 
insanity. 

Ill vain Hul>€rtq soothed, in vain he 
reas0jQi^; tJ>e wr^Cch^ed pzret^i, deaf to 
every remonstrance, and maddened by th^ 
danger which threatened his darlings his 
only child, uttered the incoherent ravings 
^f desp^ir^ dn4 l^efu^d aU aid, all conso- 
lation : " No, no/' he articulated ; " Adel- 
heiida die^, aijid my age is childless— Adel- 
heida4!ies, and I a«n a wretch for ever.*' 

*' Your virtu^p wjll^nsure peace/' mur- 
inured Huberto ; '^ your virtues, wafted, 
hy the wings of Charity, to the throne of 
Grace, will call forth the boon of mercy ; 
and, like the meliorating balm of medicine, 
ease the throbbirig of ^ wounded heart. 
'Tis I, widowed, bereaved ; 'tis I who am 
doomed to suffer; to struggle through the 
long, the dreary pilgrimage of life;. to 
waste whole years in unavailing, ceaseless 
regret, the slave of sorrow,* the victim of 
memory/' 

'' The 
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The fiends already fear roe/* vocife- 
rated the Conte, regardless of the pcrwia^ 
sions of Di Hinaldini> arid staring ivildiy 
around ; '^ now^ naw •aw I tn Iho regionn 
of the damned " 

''Hold! hold!*' said Father BrnziHo, 
who caught the last sentence, as he softly 
stole from the chaoober of the sii^erer: 
*' greet not the ordinations of Providence 
with the murtnur of discontent ; submis* 
sion is the i;>i'ovince of man^ mercy the at* 
tribute of Heaven.** 

*'Will mychiW live? say/^ questioned the 
nearly frantic parent, ''will she recover?'' 

" The Lady Adelheida slnmbers/' rer 
joined the monk, 

Huberto raided his eyes in silent thank- 
fulness. 

" Come, coqae," continued the father, 

'.plaring his finger on his lip> in token of 

silence, "prayer can ^ alone subdue the 

turbulence of passion ; prayer, Signor, i^ 

B 4 the 
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the SQuKs comfort^ the Christian's resource.- 
And for you, my son/' addressing Di Ri- 
naldtni^ '* psitienee is !a never-failing anti- 
dote to woe, a sure specific against sublu< 
nary difficulties." 

^'The cowl's frigidity may preach pa« 
tience," exclaimed Huberto ; " but pa- 
tience, father, shrinks before the propel- 
ling powers of nature, and laughs to scorn 
the efforts at stoicism. He talks of pa- 
tience who never was a husband ; he talks 
of patience who knows not a joy beyond it: 
but for me to be patient when Adelheida 
suffers, to hear the shrieks, the agony of 
my wife, and *' 

The monk started ; a momentary frown 
stole over his features, and impressed them 
Avith more than their native severity : in- 
stantly he resumed his self-command; in- 
stantly he withdrew his dark eyes from the 
unconscious Huberto, and, with apparent 
comppsur^e, fixed them on the Conte: 
'^^ Come, my Lord, let us to the oratory. 
The dead. of night is passed; the Lady 

Adelheida 
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Adelheida sleeps ; let us pass the interme- 
diate time in supplicating Heaven to re* 
store her to our hopes.** 

Alverani replied not ; he threw a fearful 
glance arpund^ grasped the arm of the 
monk, and hastened from the corridor. 

Father Brazilio^ the sptritual Mentor of 
the Cante Alverani '5 family, was a brother 
of the neighbouring monastery, of the Ca^ 
maldoU otder. It was not piety, it was 
not zeal, it was not a distaste for the world, 
€>r a fear of its aUorements, which led him 
to the still, unvarying calm of Religion*^ 
sanctuary : born the younger branch oi 
an iHustrios^ family^ he was doomed to a 
claister by the ambitious policy of a pa- 
cent ; who thus sought to enrich his ho*- 
BQur's heir^ and ^o- hand down to posterity 
a name distinguished by grandeur, if not 
by virtue. The youthful novice twice 
broke from the trammels ef eompulsion ; 
twipe, in the probationary period^ escaped 

B 5 the 
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the vigilance ot his detainers, and, under 
fictitious nameSj burst on the world, in all 
the ardour of youth, in all the zest for en- 
joyment. His passions were not stamped 
for retirement ; strong, yet" undecided, 
they wanted but the pruning hand of ten- 
derness, to pronounce them virtuous ; but 
the fears of detection had made him artful, 
the example' of associates had made him 
vicious: the strength of fortitude wasde- 
generated into cruelty, emulation into 
envy, ambition into avprice ; every nobler 
V impulse of thjQ soul had dwindled to some 
base incentive, and the cowl enshrined 
a heart, deep, designing, sordid, unfor- 
giving. In yputh, a slave to the soft in- 
iluence of love, be had poured forth his 
tale at the feet of his mistress; unpropi-. 
€iou$ to bis hopes, deaf to his supplica*- 
lions, a rival possessed the boon he co^ 
vet?d;,l^ had JDeon rejected: and while 
that rival exulted in the smile of beauty, 
while tl^e unconscious fair tendered to him 
her only beque§t--^ber friendship^ l^e saM> 
5 thered 
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thered the imagined Injury deep in his 
own breast; his face wore a specious smile, 
but there it rankled : he received it with 
the cold policy oFa German, he revenged 
it with the vindictive perseverance of an 
Italian. But, thouofh wounded in a sense 
which his heart could not pardon, yet was 
he the sport of promiscuous gallantry; 
for beautv, that uttdvinor claim to adttiira- 
tion, skimming o'er the light surface of 
his sensual nature, e\^er aroused the mo- 
ihentary gust of passion ; but even when 
yielding, when subdued,, his apostate heart 
worshipped a new form ; the alienation 
was casual, was short lived: nature and 
pa§sion had stamped irreversibly the image 
of 'his forAier love; and the bitter sigh of 
regret, the rankling pang of envy, the 
burning, impulse of revenge, marked the 
return of Kb allegiance. To the sacred 
altar of his God; he bent a reluctant sacri- 
fice ; and while his li|)S forswore the charm 
of soci^ty> while, with external sanctity, 
he pronounced the- voW of fofbearance, 
* ' s 6 piety. 
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piety, and self-denial, imagination revelled 
in the forbidden joys of the world ; ima- 
gination laughed to scorn the delusiorvs of 
priesthood^ and the immaculate purity of 
religion. In the presence of his unsus- 
pecting brotherhood, he assumed ever the 
hypocritical garb of zeal, and joined them 
Avith unabating severity in the enthusiastic 
rites of their order. The tinkling bell for 
devotion never found him slumbering ; the 
first in the chapel, the last in the refectory, 
he was called a saint, though be knew him-* 
self a sinner. Among the poorer cl^ss, 
who flocked for absolution to the convent, 
the pious monk, the holy Brazilio, was 
gazed Jit, lacked of, sought after, as the 
bright pattern of excellence, the humaq 
prototype of perfection. His admonitions 
were mild, his counsels salutary, bis mo- 
rals apparently pure ; the sage were con- 
founded by his erudition, tbf ignorant led 
by his persuasions : io shorty |ms. exteroiil 
character was faultless, his internal cka- 
racter no% to be lesoly^d. Such yt» Fa- 
ther 



Dl M0NTRAN2O. ]3 

ther Brazilio, the Mentor, the comforter, 
the adviser, nay, the' bosom friend of the 
Conte Alverani; 

The monastery of St. Romuald lay con- 
tiguous to the domains of Montranzo ; and 
scarce a day passed, but the religietu: vi- 

* 

sited a family who acted but at his instiga- 
tion. 

Scarce had the retfeating steps of the 
monk and Alverani suMic to silence, scarce 
had the door of the oratory closed, when 
Di Rinaldini stole into the apartment of 
Adelheida, Still was she slumbering, but 
her slumbers bore more the appearance of 
.Ai^plviog nature, than the refreshing calm 
bf repose. The wreathings of agony had 
disordered her dress ; for orily a few hours 
before, in -perfect health, had she quifted 
the banquetting-room. Her bosom, white 
:asjhe snow^-capped sut^mits of her native 
m^on tains,' was revealed to view ; whii^ 
her glofisy ringlets, outvying in blackness 

the 
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th« raven's plumage, strayed over its sur- 
face, directed, by the hand of Modesty, 
.to conceal beauties' which contrast ren- 
dered more dazzling Her burning cheek 
reclined upon one hand, the other pressed 
upon her heart, as though to allay its 
throbbings; while on her finger blushed 
a ruby, worn as a tacit emblem of her 
marriage with Huberto, 

• At the side of the couch knelt the af- 
flicted Vannina, the attendant and hum- 
ble friend of the unconscious sufferer, the 
repository of her secrets, the sole witness 
of her clandestine union. Her eyes rested 
on the faultless * features of her benefae- 
tress, while the spc^ntaneous tears of sorrow 
-streamed down her cheeks. » ^ 

Huberto paused ; he feared to break the 
traVnmdIs of' sleep ; he gaz^d in silence on' 
his addfed Adelheida'j he; Hstened to her 
^ehort, qiiiek fereathiflg ; and HoJ3<^ whis- 
pered, the feielings of a parent ^had aug- 
> ' / mented 
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' mented ihe danger. *' Yes, yes, my Adel- 
- heida/' be mentally sighed, " Heaven will 
spare you to my prayers; you will yet 
live to present to ray arms the precious 
pledge of your tenderness^ Heaven, by 
yfeare of affection, will cement our love ; 
.and the Conte vyJll sanction th^ compact.'* 

« 

I Vannina turned, her eyes towards him ; 
«he started from her recumbent posture, 
pointed to the Lady.Adelbeida, and wept. 

^'Be^coraft^rted," articulated Di Rinal- 
dini ; ^* the torture of pain has subsided ; 
my Ad<^Ihei(i» calmly slumbers; Hope pic- 
tures anew her promises — pictures all ytt 
will be well.? . . . 

'^No, iiio/.' whispered. tbde> agitated girl; 
'•'my beloved Laiiy must die:. you, filler 
nor, will lose the iejideresit of wives, I 
Ihe best of mistresses. Last night, :, as I 
ascended «theeaster.B turret, lung after the 
.family bad retired to resC, I beard a voice 
from ilie oratory wiu^per mtlvder/' 

/ ^ " Last 
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'' Last night/' interrupted Huberto, 
shuddering ; " last night, Vannina ?" 

•'Yes; the voice jvas smothered, but 
the Word could not be misconstrued. I 
tiiembled, I coujd scarcely stand : murder 
was again repeated, and then a low whis- 
pering succeeded ; and then But see, 

my Lady moves." 

Adelheida raised her head, breathed a 
convulsive sob, and again sank to silence. 

*' What then ?" importuned Huberto. 
. *' Why then,'* resumed Vannina, *' a 

door opened, and a footslep sounded in 
the corridor/' 

'' The powers of fancy are wnHmited,** 
remarked Di Kinaldini, after a momentary 
pause. 

*' True,^* rejoined Vannina; " fancy 
conjures up a thousand forms, and a thou- 
sand hideous fantasies. Last night the 
wind awept o*er the mountains^ and roared 
round the turrets, of Montranzo.; but the 

. * wihd^ 
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\f ind, Signoo could nat whisper mur- 
der.'' 

Hnberlo started ; he looked intently on 
her^ he saw suspicion lower upofi her 
countenance, he saw her fears had given 
birth to ideas which her lips dared not art 
trculate. *' What would you imply^ Van- 
nina?" he interrogated; and at the bare 
possibility^ his features assumed the pale* 
ness of death. 

'* Nothing, Signor : and yet," lowering 
her voice, devoutly crossing her bosom, 
and throwing a fearful glance around, 
" and yet — the Virgin and St. Benedict 
preserve us!— *last night, methinks, the 
tempter was busy at Montranzo.*' 

The tempter !" repeated Di Rinaldini ; 

explain your words; I cannot guess the 
allusion." 

' * " Why, Father Brazilio tells us the 
tempter is the spirit of darkness,^" re- 
joined Vannina; 5' and we all know the 
spirit of darkness is the devil." 

" Tis fenxjy all/' exclaimed . Di Rinal- 
dini ; 
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dini ; " the Idle imagery of a heated bfain. 
Last night you dreamed of spejctr.es, and 
to-night you ivould believe the visioo re- 
alised/' ' -^ 

r 

, " Would it were a dream !"' ujotirn fully 
pursued the credulous girl. '* Heaven 
ibrefeod the threatened danger ! I am 
not supenstitiaus ; but was I to credit half 
the ta)^ of hianTor I have beard recited, I 
'Could not rest another night\withi« the 
gloomy walls of Montrae^tOp Old Row- 
land says, he passed through the chapel the 
night the hte Marchese di Montranzo'^ 
death was announced to tiie family ; and 

as he paused in the nave — rcvcn uow, Sig* 

« 

nory I ,tremble at the recollection — the 
black banner which waves over the grave 

of the Marchesa, tlirice " 

"Hnberto!" exclaimed Adclheida, start- 
ing from the couch; ''^oh, mercy ! mercy ?'* 
a^ad her hand pressed upon her side — ^' ph!** 
and she sank back with a slu-iek of anguish* 

Huberto fiew ta support her. She 

writhed 
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writhed in agony ; her couutenanoe as- 
sumed a terrifying blackness; and hereyeSj 
wild a^d staring^ wandered around the 
apartment. "It is a fearftil deedi" she 
articulated ; " my father, my father, be 
patient; look not so threatening, sigh not 
so deeply : Heayen will send you com- 
fort ; arid for me, I only go to join my 
mother; I only go — =— " and again an 
hysteric sob checked utterance. 

" Alas, my Adelheida, my tender, suf- 
fering wife," murmure4 the nearly di^ 
tracted Di Binaldini, " whither would you 
-go ? what would you imply ? why this agi-* 
tation ? why this wild, disordered look ? 
Surely you know me not, or your lips 
could not thus suggest a separation/' 

''Yes; 'tis ray husband, my loved lor4, 
jny Huberto," throwing her arms around 
his neck, and hiding her face in his bosom.; 
''but yet we must part." 

''Part!" repeated the nearly paralysed 
Di Rinaldini ; and he pressed her yet closer 

to 
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to his heart; "part, my Adelheida ? who 
shall separate us ?" 

"Death," she solemnly reJolnedL •'The 
moment is almost come;- 1 sink, an un- 
murmuring sacrifice ; I go, liubertd : and 
this/* gazing fondly on him, " thisy is my 
greatest pang." 

Had the thunder of Heaven burst on 
his devoted head, had the earth yawned 
wide her chasms, and threatened instant 
annihilation, he could not have felt more 
dismayed ; he started from the couch, his 
powerless arms relinquished their burden, 
a cold damp^hung upoii his forehfead, and 
every feature bespoke his mental agony. 
The suspicions of Vahnina recurred td 
memory, the word murder sounded the 
knell of hope, and uo exertion could ef- 
face the horrid impression. While yet he 
stood irresolute, the possibility of saving 
the object of his solicitude, like a ray of 

■ 

light gladdening the exhausted spirits of a 

benighted 
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hemghted traveHer, succeeded the dark- 
ness of despair : he would have rushed 
from the chamber, for the purpose of 
seeking the Conte, of acquainting him. 
with his suspicions, and. imploring suc- 
cour; but Adelheida feebly grasped his 
hand, and restrained him. *' Do not leave 
me, Huberto. The powers of man com- 
bined cannot avert the fiat — the grim mes- 
SQsrgcr begins to assert his influence— my 
limbs are already numbed, are already 
cold. Mark me, when the clock from the 
turret strikes two, I shall have ceased to 
b;e. Comfort my poor, deserted, wretched 
father ; for my sake, for the sake of the 
unborn innocent I had hoped to cherish, 
be unto him a son/' 

Di Rinaldini sank on his knees, hid his 
face in his hands, and struggled to sup* 
press his heartrrending sobs. 

" Life is full of care,'\ pursued the suf- 
ferer, in accents of mournful tranquilh'ty; 

» ''grieve 
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'' grieve not that I escape its sorrows. The 
compassionate Creator of all has shortened 
my sojournment, has called me to himself. 
Tell my father I am resigned, I am happy." 

Huberto could not speak, but every syl- 
lable was deeply registered in the tablets 
of memory. 

"Tell him/' she continued, ''every bit- 
ter pang is passed; tell him death has no- 
thing terrifying." 

'' Let me bring my Lord hither,** sob-^ 
bed Vannina, who hung weeping over her 
benefactress ; " perhaps, thus assured, he 
may reap comfort ^ perhaps, from your 
lips, he may gleap peace." 

Adelheida shook her head. v 

*' Think, Lady, of his sorrow, his de- 
spair; thiok of his age, his helplessness: 
be you the soother; and/ like the balm of 
incense,' ft may drop upon his heart. Who 

can 
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can bear>.Ae tale ? vrbo can s»y, the child 
of your basom^ the darHwg of your love, 
the sole relic of your lost Contessa^ is re- 
moved from this world ? who caw say th« 
Lady Adelheida is no more^ and her last 
sigh spent itself in ytjur absence ?** 

*' Spare me," murmured the dying 
Adelheida ; " the conflict is past : recal 
not the sad scene of separatioii. Heaven 
kniows/' and tears streamed down her 
cheeks,/^ Heaven knows, the recollection 
will linger, until the last slender ligament 
of mortality is broken.'* 

'^ Father Brazilio, too/' pursued Van- 
nina ; *' his prayers will sooth the ap- 
proach of death ; his j>rayers, ]Lad}% wilt 
lighten its torture/' 

" Np, no/' with momentary strength, 
" it hps no torture;" and again the heart* 
oppressive sickness ' succeeded • '' Hold 
me, sustain me/' struggling; "the par' 
rpxysm- relLvms;' the fire bunts in every 
fibre; my brain is maddened ; .and my- 

heart," shrieking f Oh, friend ^f the* 

unhappy. 
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unhappy, messenger of peace. Death; 
Death, draw near, and ease me ! They 
say/' wildly, *' blood will have blood ; 
they say, the avenging hand of Heaven 
will mark " She paiused, she trem- 
bled ; recollection seemed to return; she 
fixed her eyes on Hubertd,.and strong and 
terrifyiflg convulsions seized her. When, 
again able to articulate, '^ Let me be bu- 
ricd deep/' she continued; "let me be 
hid from the face of day ; let no soul gaze 
on my altered form ; and the pale glimmer 
of midnight must alone witness the solemn 
rites of interment ; it suits the deed." 

'* It suits the murder/* interrupted Van* 
nina; and again stifled, her sobs in her 
bands. 

Adelheida started ; a heavy cloud chased 
away the serenity -of resignation; she* 
turned a reproachful look towards the 
speaker, and concluded — ^'^ It suits my too,, 
too apparent situation. I; am a wife, yet 
the world knows it not ; I soon should have 
been a mother, yet the w6rld suspects it 

ngt. 
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not. The virgin fame, Vannina, shrinks 
from the blast of calumny ; like the flossy 
surface of a mirror, reflecting the purity 
of its object, breathe but. on it, and its 
brightness becomes ob'rcured. Leave me, 
my too feeling girl; go to the oratory, 
think of my struggling spirit, and join in 
the prayers of Father Brazilio," 

s 

She feebly extended her hand; Van- 
nina snatched it; kissed it ; gazed on it as 
the last sad pledge of friendship ; and, with 
lingering reluctance, withdrew from the 
apartment. ' ^ 

No sooner was the door closed, no 
sooner was the deep stillness of night re- 
stored, than Adelheida, struggling with 
her feelings, endeavoured to impress with 
fortitude the dejected heart of Di Rinal- 
dini. She pointed out the inefficacy of 
sorrow ; spoke of the stillness of the 
grave as of the rest of nature, the cradle 
of repose; casually glanced over the 

VOL. I, c fleeting 



86 m MOKTRAK20. 

Meeting joys of life^ rose, with pious 
zeal^ superior to their thraldom ; and^ 
when she traced restored calmness^ whis- 
pered, in a voice of heavenly melody, 
*' One, one duty, and all is fulfilled." 



CHAP. 
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-Aghast he stoQd» 



While from her eyes the stieam of sorrow flow'd ; 
^ She paus*d^ «he trembled, breath'd the tale, and died* 



Ml Hi 



HuBERTo, in silent dread^ awaited the ex- 
planation ; blasted in the moment when 
the cup of his felicity was full, when fate, 
iti the possession of his Adelheida, . had 
left him nothing to si^h for, he felt the 
fearful void which the heart experiences, 
when the last attemiaied liiie of hope is 
severed ; he felt as ooe whom Misfortune 
had pointed out as her own, on whom 
CSalamity had impressed the iron rod of 
her power. Early the sport of destiny,. 

c '2 the 
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the offspring of beneficence, had he learned 
the hard lesson of submission ; unknown, 
unclaimed, unsought after, no natural tie 
demanded the return of tenderness, or the 
award of gratitude. He smiled, because 
fate had given him a friend, he sighed, be- 
cause fate had marked him an orphan : but 
love, less a niggard, love, like the impar- 
tial sun, shining on the barren rock as on 
the fertile valley, chased the gloom of de- 
spondence/ presented an inviting anchor 
of reliance, arid expanded his whole seul 
with new and delightful ardour. The ob- 
ject of his secret vows,, of his persevering 
constancy, smiled participation ; led him 
through the vivid regions of poetic delu- 

. sion ; led him on from expectation to ccr* 
tainty ; nor paused till, at the foot of the 
altar, the rites of marriage sanctioned its 
tenderest hopes. Now futurity was dark- 
ened; now a lowering cloud obscured 

» every vivifying ray ; now death was about 
to close the fairy scenes of anticipation, 
to snatch for ever from the world the idol 

of 



of his love, the bride of his election. Su- 
perior to the fanaticism of bigotry, to the 
Prague dreams of^superstition, he strove to 
expel the allusions of Vantiina, to rise 
above the suggestions of a weak mind> 
tinctured by nature,, swayed by education ; 
^ut, alas! as the bird^ powerless and dis^ 
niayed, falls, by fascination, into the snare 
., of the i-nsidious serpent, so does 'man,, 
softened by affliction, yield to each new 
hydra, a ^ ^ink a slave to the propelling 
influence of fancy. Murder still vibrated 
on the ear of Di Rinaldtm ; still, in ter- 
wfic.images, mocked^ coitiposiire; still filled 
his brain, and fanned it on to madnessi 
**" Deed of horror!" he ejaculated, as, 
with a starrt of frenzy, he withdrew his 
eyes from the agonized being before him*; 
" may the thunder of Heaven erush the 
murderer ! may his days be passed in sor- 
row, his nights in remorse ! may eternal 
vengeance pursue him ! may his hopes 
wither in the bud, his expectations turn 

k) corrosive poison ! may ** 

G 3 Adelheida^ 
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Adefheida raised her hands in an atti*' 
lude of supplication ; she could not speak^ 
but her features^ conTuked and distorted; 
betrayed her internal conflicts. Again 
Huberto strained her to his heart; again 
he knelt hj the eouch; again the swoln 
tear stole down his manly cheek, and fell 
upon k^t bosom. She felt the warm tru* 
ant — it was like the drops of mercy tXr 
facing the denuneiationa of wrath, it^was 
like the dews of Heaven weeping the ha- 
vock of a past tempest : she gas^ ste^d- 
fasdy iipoQ 'him ; again a stivile played 
liround her mouth ; and^ with a momentary 
effort, she articulated, ''Snupear!'* 

" Yes, my Adelheida/' exclaimed Hit* 
berto, *' by the eteraal God, I swear to 
revenge the d^rk, the foul transaction 1*^' 4 

Again a heavy cloud pervaded her fea^ 
tures,' again her eyes closed in deep de* 
jection. 



Di Rinaldini traced the change — traced 

sorrow. 
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sorrow, ^ uneasiness^ despair. '^ Say then^ 
my love/' he importui|«d^ '" i»hat would 
you have me swear ? Say that it will give 
you pe«ice, and I will bless the lips which 
curse me. Shall I recall-Ae malediction ? 
shall I suppltkat€ prosperity, comfort, bliss, 
on him who**^ — ^* 

Adelheida struggled ; she breathed a 
heavy sigh ; she half raised herself from 
tfae couch; languidly recBned her head 
.upon bts bosom ; and, in a faijit voice, 
aniodatcd, ** Swear never to reveal the 
secret, aever to betray the t^onfidence xc*- 
pdsod/' 

'*! do," solemnly i^ejoiil^ Hub^to;: 
" by the spiirit^^of the just, by the Oealor 
of hesTea and earth, by ftU we hold ^•- 
cred i& this worid/,by all !cw*r hopes of 
mercy if^ the nexti I swear, no racks, no 
tortune^v no engines of msn's ii)YeAtion# 
shall extort the secret, shaU induce me la 
violate my oath!'* ^ 

*' Holy Virgin, give me strength \ holy 

" t; 4 Virgiti, 
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Virgin, give me fortitude !" faltered on the 
lips of the dying siiflfercr. 

*' Ah ! why should you supplicate 
strength? why should you supplicate for- 
titude?'* questioned DiRinaldini: 'inno- 
cence such .as your% my Adelheida, re- 
quires no support; 'tis a shield, a safe- 
guard ; virtue is eternal, virtue can never 
die/' 

Adelheida raised her eyes to Heaven ; a 
suffocating sob was the only response. 
Still he gazed on her^ but still she spoke 
not; piety shone upon her countenance ; 
her whole soul seemed wrapped in suppli- 
cation. *' Father, Father," she murmured, 
^ comfort the mourner ! comfort the heart- 
broken ! pardon the guilty ! pour into the 
soul of the "bereaved widower the soothing 
balm of consolation ; nerve his firm mind 
«?ith more than -mortal courage, that, un- 
subdued, unfaltering, he may hear- " 

*' What? what?" again interrupted Hu-» 
bertQ ; " say, Adelheida, ray worshipped, 

tender 
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trader wife, say whjrt direful tale awaits 
mine ear r say, for what am I to prepare, 
when truth so fearfully lingers ?" 

'' For a* tale of Horror," replied the suf- 
ferer. ^'Oh, my loved lord, the moment 
approaches ; exert the utmost* fortitude of 
which your soul is- capable ; death tarries 
but for the disclosure. Now, now, your 
hand; my love; support me, lam sick at 
^ heart r now,'* leaning forward, and her 
lips almost touched his ear : but still they 
refused to solve the seeming mystery ; still, 
cold and bloodless, they closed against the 
recital. "Promise me," again she im- 
plored, *' all that I have required; again; 
let me hear the sacred vow of secrecy ; it 
breathes peace to my anguished heart ; and, 
even in this direfdl moment of separation, 
it conveys consolation, in the assurance of * 

safety to^ " 

Again she paused — a^ piercing spasm 
checked articulation*; her eyes rolled 
wildly around ; all softness was 'fled; ex- 
tended, as though bursting from their 

c 5 sockets. 
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sockets,. they turned on Huberto, Z9, drejh- 
jping on his koQes^ he raised his clasped 
hands, and repeated the oath Jbefore so so- 
lemnly registered. '' Yes^'* he concluded, 
yiiih pious fervour, " may I be blessed or 
cursed as I preserve it ! may heavea or bell 
be tlie reward or punishment of .my truth 
Qr my apostacy?" 

. ,f' And no eye, save thy own and Father 
£razilip's^ shall behold ray corse,'' resumed 
Adelheida* 

"None other, by the God who made 
me !'' exclaimed Di Ririaldini. 

" Not eve» my poor faithful Vannina/^ 
articulated the suflTerer; " and when I am 
Gonyeycd to the quiet resting-place of my 
ancestors, let my grave be deep and un- 
disturbed. My i^tuation shrinks from th^ 
eye of scrutiny— a clandestine wife, the 
blighting breath of censure would blister 
my lame, and the world would scofTat'the 
efforts at exoneration/* 

" Deep> deep shall you be laid^ my 
Adelheida," sobbed the agonized Huberto^ 

'' Should 
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'^ iShouId Heaven snatcK from me my only 
consolation, my widowed heart, drooping^ 
breaking at its loss, shall silently retaiA 
the register of a secret, Which the iron 
hand of Death, a^ it levels me to the dust, 
can alone efface/' 

The last lingering breath of life seemed 
quivering on the lips of Adelheida ; faitif„ 
nerveless, pbwerless, her head dropped on 
the paralyzed bosofrr of her husband; her 
dim, her almost rayless eyes, were fixed 
upon his face; and, as she there traced 
the convulsive distortions of mingled sor- 
row, despair, and suspicion^ with a dying 
effort, she freed herself from ^ his arni^, 
and, drawing him tawards her, in a low,, 
broken whisper, commenced-thesoloiig pro-* 
tracted disclosure; Horror succeeded atten- 
tion ; the vital stream of Tiffe ^eerfied to cur- 
die; the heart's blood' of Hubetto^ turned; 
to ice ; his stiffened arms dropped power- 
less by hisf side ; and, ere tfre livid lips of' 
tfie expiring Adelheida had ceased td 
. c 6 articulate 
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articulate, breathless^ lifeless, he sank, ex-^ 
tended on the floor. Long was it ere the 
pangs of memory regained the power to 
persecute, long was it ere th^ temporary 
calm of death yielded to the anguish of 
despair. He raised his head, he looked 
around ; no longer was he by the side of 
his wife ;. Vannina was weeping at his side. 
The dark eyes of Father Brazil io were 
fixed upon him : he uttered no complaint, 
he uttered no murmur ; deep hysteric 
sobs, or rather groai^s, were the sole re- 
sponses to the counsels and expostulations 
of the spiritual Mentor ; the scene so late 
described passed in revieiiVf before him ; 
the oath, the communication-^ all pressed 
upon his burning brain," and*. threaten ed^ 
^ the overthrow of sanity. 

Vannina shrunk, terrified at the glazed 
^nd vacant stare which appeared fixed 
upon fier; while the monk, attributing 
all to affliction at an event so unexpected 
and so melancholy, besought him to pa^ 

tience. 
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tience. '^ My son/ . he exclaimed^ as, 
with pious meekness^ he crossed his hands 
upon his bosom, '^ the mandates oT Heaven 
are irreversible.'* 

'' True, true, father,*' wildly ; '' but 
the dictates of hell are " 

" What mean yoli, my son ?" inter- 
rupted the monlt. 

Di Rinaldini continued silent. 

'•^-The mandates of Heaven," repeated 
the father, *^ are irreversible; and the pi- 
ous soul of Christian meekness will ever 
glean consolation from the recollection of 
the hand from which affliction flows. We 
are all sinners, journeying on the same 
pilgrimage. The loss of a^ wife, so young, 
so lovely, so excellent, is a bitter ingre- 
dient in the cup of sublunary woe : but 
when you remember the calm and quiet 
resignation with which she paid Nature's 
last sad debt ; when you remember, from 
the stolen, precarious joys of life, the sotil 

of 



3S J)l MONTRANZa! 

of the Lady Adelheida is now set free, is 
now in the regions of — -— ** 

''^Now, now, father?" importuned Hur 
berto ; ^' Adelheida dead, arid 1 inactive?"' 

" Most certain, my son. What but the- 
total extinction of hope could have so 
forcibly moved you ?'* • ^ 

Di Rinaldini heard not the conclusion; 
already had he rushed along the corri- 
dor, already had he reached the chamber 
of Adelheida ; he paused, for Vannina was 
at his side: ^'Forbear, my poor girl; this 
wreck of all the rich, gay promises of 
youth-^this «weef, this matchless victim 
of insatiate death, must be screened from 
every eye, save mine and the holy Brar 

ziVw'sr ' * ' ^ 

Vannina shrieked: ''What, never see 
my benefactress! never again behold my. 
dear, sweet lady ! oh, cruel, cfucl restric- 
tion !'' 

''^Not cruel," mournfully rejoined Hit- 
berto; ''Vannina, it was my Adelheida*^; 
last solemn injunction. She bade mis — " 

"Go, 
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'' Go, datigbter/' said the mohk, hsisfe^^ 
ing towards them, ^' thy zeal is tnisplaced ; 
go, nor murmur at the jealous restrictions 
of agonized tenderness." 

" Jealous, father ?" repeated Huberto, 
as, following the friar into the chamber, 
he carefully secured the door; '* jealous?'^ 

'^^ Yes, my son ; or why this cateful ex- 
clusion of the attendants?" and steadfastly 
he fixed his eyes on the convulsed form of 
Di Rinaldini. 



^ 



Deep sobs of agony burst from his bo- 
som, as he stood gazing on the altered^ 
livid features of the so lately faireiit. Move-* 
liest of women : his feelings were wrought 
up to despair; his feelings, inwardly pro- 
claimed him an isolated, bereaved being, 
without one friend' in Ihe universe^ with*^ 
out one resting-place 0r hope. 

The monk silently marked his straggles; 
but no eitclamalidii, save of grief, escaped 
his lips: alt lengtK the cold doctrines of 

consolation^ 
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conselatiori^ of patience^ of sesigii^tion^. 
were again essayed. 

Huberto breathed forth a heavy groam. 

** Coinei cemej my son;, the elTorts of 
the spirit will rise superior to the ipfirmir 
ties of the flesh: sorrow has had its ioduir 
gence, now let reason have its reign. 
Come/' taking his arm, and gently forcing 
him from the side of the couch, /^ I. wiif 
lead you forth.'* 

" No, no/' vehemently ; '^ when the 
gi'^ave shall' have closed upon the form of 
my love, then* will I leave thi§^ chamber ; 
but till tbenj never/* 

''Be calm, be collected, be rational/* 
^^plied the fether; '* this determinationi 
surely, is the effect of momentary frenay. 
Vannina will watch by the corse of her 
indulgent benefactress^ while, in the orar 
tory, we will fly for consolation to prayer 
and " . 

"Vannina," interrupted Di Rinaldini, 
^' will never again behold the remains x>f 

her 
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her friend ] nay, no human eye, save thine 
and mine,'' grasping the arm of the monk 
"with solemn fervour, *' shall ever rest on 
the wan form of my departed wife/' 

*' *Tis strange !" observed Father Bra-* 
zilio; and then he paused; and then, with 
^ look of enquiry, concluded, " No com- 
mon cause can warrant this prohibition." . 

*' The cause," mournfully rejoined Hii- 
berto, " is irreversHjfe. In the agonizing 
throes of death, in the last gasping strug* 
gle for respiration, I .swore to comply with 
this memorable request of my lost Adel- 

heida." 

'' Tis incomprehensible,** murmured 
the friar ; " *tis inconsistent with the pu* . 
rity of her angel mind/' 

No,^' quickly exclaimed Di Rinaldini ; 

'tis the effervescence of purity's self; *tis 
the effect of modest reserve and conscious 
necessity; 'tis the cloak to conceal her 
spotless memory from the slander of male- 
volence." : 

''^ Explain^" 
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'^ Explain/' said the ntonk^ a passing 
frown lowering on his featui^s. 

*' The world thought her a maid, yet 
-* was she pregnant," rejoined Huberto. 
*^ Six months has she be^n mv, bride; 
six months have we stolen the rich sweets 
of reciprocal aflTection; ah, God! six short, 
six fleeting^ six happy months^ and now 
am I widowed ! Oh, Adelheida !" and 
again he approached the ecMich, and again 
he stooped to contemplate the matchless 
features of Ms bekurted ;. bttt, sl^rfiiig btck, 
be struck his denched band against his 
forehead, and groijned with involuntary 
Korror. AlasT no longer did they bear 
the calm seomnity of piety, and unmur* 
muring resignation : blackened; swelled, 
distorted, ho v«tige of exti^me loveli- 
ness could be traced ; a dbgiisting mask of 
em pui*p ted corruption spread itself over 
the so lately radiant surface of the skin, 
amf defied the penetration of the husband 
to discover the well-known countenance 
of his Adelheida. 

'' What 



DI MOHTltANZO. i9 






What mean you, my son ?" demaiKled 
Father Brazilio : '* yoD start aghast; your 
eyes close as though they had encountered 
some hideous, some terrific object. Surely 
nature's last wreck is not so appalling. Fa<* 
miliarize yourself to the contemplation^ 

and: '* 

" Nothtnjf, nothing, father/* inter- 
rupted Hubert o, with a look of alarmed 
caution : '' death, ^Te to the virtuous au« 
sterity of a Camaldoli brother^ is awful ; 
and extreme agony^ in the person of my 
Adelheida, has rendered it doubly so/* 
. '• True,'* rejoined the monk ; '* the 
strange, violent^ unknown d]sease> which 
closed the mortal span of our lamented 
sister^ already shews itself on the body* 
Convulsions, we know, ever blacken and ' 
distort the human frame ; perhaps, had it 
been taken in time-^— ^though,'* crossing 
himself, ^^ Heaven pardon the presumpttt-' 
ous hint] it is not for us to arraign the 
wisdom of Omnipotence/' 

•' Gould 
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^* CouM you have saved my Adclhefda?'' 
demanded Hubert o, starti trg,. as though 
from momentary abstraction. 

''Me!** meekly replied the father; "mef 
Mbtl^rof God, me ! Think not, my son^ 
that I arrogate to myself such consequence; 
Blessed St. Benedict forefend that one of 
his huniblest disciples should be so pre-- 
sumptuous! My slemler knowledge in 
pharmacy, glisaned from, fhe^ produce of 
the mountains, extends not beyond a few 
simples ; and even in the administering of 
these, faith, must do half the- work." 

Hoberto turned fronr the speaker; and> 
as he again: herit oirer^the couch of death> 
tears streamed from hi3: eyes, and sobsr 

Bwell&d his bosom. 

< 

^' You say t-he Lady Adelheida, peace 
be to her spirit ! was pregnant/' resumed 
the friar ; ,'* and even your benefactor, jni.y 
Lord, the Conte Alverani, ^^as ignorant 
of the clandestine marriage. 

Di. 



V 
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Di Rinaldint continued silent. 

" Can that be the sole motive fof re- 
stricting the entrance of Vanmii^ f'\he de- 
manded^ gzzinfr as thoiigirhe would pene- 
trate into the inmost soul of the mourner. 

Huberto started ; he niet the keen eye 
of the inquisitor; paused for a moment*; 
and then, struggling for composure, an- 
swered, '' The motive, -surely^ father, is 
sufficient.'* 

*' None further then exists?" pursued 
the monk; "no secret, lurking in your 
heart, dictates a conduct so inexplicable?" 

" Father, what mean vou ?" 

*^ Nothing, my son> but regard for your 
wounded peace. I thought, if despair had 
framed a vow so inimical to the feelings of 
humanity, the spiritual authority of my 
humble calling might have absolved a pe- 
nance so severe.** 

*' Penance !" repeated Huberto, with a 
heavy sigh ; "^ no, father, you mistake 
me ; my broken heart needs no additional 

wound ; 
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wound ; Heaven's thunder has alreafdy 
crushed its fondest hopes^ has already 
hurled it from bliss to despair/' 
' ♦' S^y hot despair/' said the monk^ as- 
suming a tenderness of compassion too 
well calculated to blind th^ unsuspecting 
confidence of his hearer; ''despair and 
religion harbour not in the same basora/ 
Shall the poor, fallible inheritor of sin 
murmur, at the decree of his Almighty 
Creator? Oh! my son, offer up your 
orisons- to Heaven, and the agony of 
your feelings will become calm ; the heal- 
ing balm of mercy will pour a rich cordial 
into your lacerated breast ; and to ano- 
ther, to a better world, will point the ul- 
timate end of hope. 'Tis true, your's is 
no common loss; keen, exquisite must be 
the torture in contemplating the wreck of 
felicity— those who knew the virtues of the 
Lady Adelheida, must sympathize : but 
yet," and, from the tremulous interrup- 
tions of sensibility, his voice assumed its 
native firmj^ess^ '' knowing that ' man is 

3 bom 
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hotn to torrqw, as Ac sparks fly upwards ;* 
knowing that man is th^ slave of passion^ 
the heir of woe ; that his days, as a watch 
in the nighty pass away like ' a tale that is 
told ;' what, in the slippery path of his 
mortal pilgrimage^ but the anchor of di- 
vine resignation, can sustain him, that ' his 
foot slip not?" 

The monk paused — Huberto continued 
silent. 

■ 

^* In the hour of affliction, the heart 
clings to the most slender ligament of 
commiseration ; like the parched earth re- 
viving beneath the gentle dew of heaven, 
the aigh-of pity, ttar of sympathy, steals 
upon the woe-fr*ught soul, and, with *^ soft 
oblivious antidote,' bends it. to submis- 
sion. Yes, 'tis from thence that existence 
dra\^ its sweetest charm ; from thence that 
adver^ty, gte^nhig the patience of en- 
dur«Qce> links man to man." 

Di 
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Di Rinaldini ]isteoe4> in mute attention^ 
to the unexpected accents of commiseratr 
ing sorrow ; his tenderness was awakened, 
he melted into tears: but when the soft- 
ness of humanity gave place to the cowl's 
frigid reasoning/ a sternness^ an impa- 
tiencCj unusual to the pious forbearance 
of his disposition^ seized upon his heart, 
and mingled the bitterness of reproach 
with the poignancy, of sorrow. Often 
dixl he start; often did he look tpwards 
the upraised eyes of Father Brazilio ; 
often did he feel, as though, with the poet, 
he could have exclaimed-— 

•« Tis all men's office to speak patience 
■To those that wring under the Ibad of sorfow ; 
But no man's virtue nor suffiptency 
To be so moral, when he sh'all endufe 
The like himself/' 

Huberto perceived not th^' departure of 
the monk: bereft of hope, his eloquence 
allayed not despair : the whole night long 

he 



Jbc paced th^ chamber; one moment 
bathed 19. tears, the next lost in frenzy ; 
now invoking the spirit of Adelheida, now 
.pressing her livid, stiffened corse to his 
tortured bosom-—" Why, why, oh God ! 
hast thou forsaken me?" he ejaculated; 
" why, why hast thou permitted inno- 
cence — - — " he paused ; he looked around, 
as though fearful of intruders, smothered 
the rising accents, and, with a bitter sigh, 
concluded, " Yes> ,1 hav6 sworn ; and the 
secret, the dreadful, weighty secret, shall 
gnaw, like gangrene, in my heart, but 
never bujrst its confines. Yes, my Adcl- 
heida, my bosom's love, my sainted wife!" 
and again he was on his knees by the side 
of the corse; his eyes lixned, in aching ex- 
tension, on the forn>;^ over )vhich the pale 
. and sickly gleam of a lamp emitted a fee- 
. ble reflection ; " the oath administered in 
. the agony of death shall be remembered : 
yes, yes," with the quickness of insanity, 
*f in Heaven it is registered, on earth it 
shall be buried deep. I have heard," and 
VOL. I. D he 
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lie pressed one hand on his throbbing tem- 
ple, wlj^ile with (he other h& drew aside 
the linen which veiled the conntenance, 
" that spirits oft revisit their mortal haunts; 

* 

that they come to comfort or to arraign, 
to curse or to uphold. It was here, Adef- 
hcida, that you smiled upon my passion ; 
here, lipon this couch, that your head re- 
clined upon my bosom, that your every 
sigh was love. This ring,'* gazing on the 
ruby still blushing on' her finger, was the 
pledge of faith : this hand, the sweet — 
oh blessed Virgin ! — avaunf, man's curse ; 
memory, avaunt !^ — yes, this hand— but it 
is past," fepringii>g from his knees, and 
striking his hecid against the wall, *' yes, 
yes, it is past ; the vision of bliss is fled, 
the certainty of misery alone remains/' 
He drew the sheet over the features, he 
buried his fare in bis clasped hands: the 
wild chaos of confused ideas vanished ; the 
faithful representations of memory, with 
agonizing accuracy, pictured the past, and 
a torrent of tears forbade the courted re 

turn 
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turn of insensibility. The pale glimmer 
of morn, breaking the densed vapours of 
night, and peeping, from " the misty moun- 
tain's top/' found him still weeping : no 
longer did the gradual approach of day 
awaken admiration ; no longer did the 
rising splendour of the sun, sparkling on 
the dew-fraught bosom of creation, attract 
him to the window : the waving forest, the 
foaming cataract, the fertile mountain, the 
smiling valley, the shelving rock, alike had 
1o^ their charms; sombre was the beaute- 
ous imagery of nature, for, alas! the 



*< Wretch wk»f Uve« on common charrty, 
HTu happ!er far than kti** 



. Again his faculties became torpid ; he 
threw himself on the floor: it was not 
stupefaction, it was not frenzy, which 
weighed him down ; no, it was fatigue, 
the nurse of sorrow, which imperceptibly 
stole upon his senses, and- lulled them to 
repose : but still did his dreams revise the 

jp 2 t horrors 
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horrors of his waking hours ; jealous qf 
stolen peace, even in sJeep calamity pur- 
sued him ; still did he behold the scene of 
death, the vvrectof happiness. , Suddenly^ 
Adelbcida was no longer visible ; his arms 
still expanded to encircle her, but she was 
fled. The hand of power dragged him 
from Montr^nzo; accused t>f murder, fet- 
tered,, powerless, he lay at the footstool 
pf. justice: with despairing sorrow, he 
raised- his eyes to his judge ; he was gone, 
in his place stood the softest form of female 
loveliness; she wept, and Huberto thought 
no more of Adelheida ; she spoke, and his 
s6ul hirng upon the seraphic sounds; like 
an angel of peace, she hung over him ; 
she loosened the disgraceful fetters; she 
extended her hand to assist htm io rise ; 
he had snatched it to his lips, he had 
pressed it to his heart, when the delusion 
ceased. 

He started at a knock at the chamber 
door, he looked around ; it was repeated ; 

the 
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the chimera vanished, the fetters of sleep 
were broken ; the glare of broad day 
shone on the couch upon which the foriw 
of Adelheida was extended ; e^ery con- 
ifirmation of his misery refiirited; the 
scenes of the preceding day recurred to 
memory, and mocked each effort for com- 
posure. 

• Again the knocking was repeated; and 
the voice of Father Brazilio, demanding* 

admittance, distinctly heard. 

» 

With a Keavv heart, Di Rinaldini threw 

Open the door of the arpartment. 

♦ ■ .' 

The monk entered; his scowlrngeyes 
denoted more than their ' usiiar inlpbrt. 
Fixmg them steadfastly on the featui*es of 

Hubert o, in accents of amazement, he ex- 

» 

claimed, " The apartment of my * Lord 
the Conte is deserted. In vain we have 
searched the interior qf the Castle. The 

D 3 postertt 
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postern leading from the eastern rampart 
was found open, and — . — " 

'' Merciful Heaven, fled ! the Conte 
Alverani fled !" interrupted Huberto. 

•'Yes, fled," repeated Father Brazil io; 
*' nor left one clue to direct our search. 
At a late hour, long after the flnal close of 
the Lady Adelhcida's existence, I he^rd 
him pacing the corridor, which opens im- 
mediately to his chamber; but, attributing 
all to excessive affliction, I respected his 
sorrow ; and, regardless of his sobs and 
agonizing exclamations, passed on, nor 
intruded on his solitude. I knew the feel- 
ings of a father to be uncontrolable ; I 
knew sanity's self must totter under a loss 
so irreparable." 

/' Fled!" again articulated Huberto, 
scarce crediting the evidence of what he 
heard — " Fled ! say you ?" 

" Yes, my son ; fled from Monti*anzo, 
ad wandered we know not whither." 

'' Wretched, wretched man !" articu- 
lated 
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lated the almost paralyzed Huberto^ a$ a 
fresh cause for apprehension darted athwart 
his brain; '' perhaps he has dared to close, 
the rniserable task of living ; perhaps, 
goaded on by frenzy, he has hastened the 
doQm of fate, and shortened his career of 
guilt by self-destruction/' 

" Guilt!" repeated the friar; ''the 
Conte Alverani's name co\ipIed with guilt! 
and by the child of his bounty ! Holy and 
blessed Mary ! where can we look for gra- 
titude ?" 

"Nowhere upon e^rth," rejoined Di 
Rinaldini, " when man forgets it to his 
Creator/' ^ 

*' But guilt, guilt," importuned the fa- 
ther ^ ^* guilt is a strong accusation, and 
blackens the lips of the eleemosynary oflP- 
spring of bounty." 

"Are we not conceived in sin?" der 
manded Huberto ; " do not the tenets of 
our faith tell us that' we breathe in guilt? 
where then exists the being who caq say 
he is perfect ?'* ^ 

D 4 " True,"' 
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''True/- exclaimed the monk; ''but 
remember, that humility is aX^hristian vir- 
tue ; and the soul which presun^es to class 
itself guileless^ should cast the first stone.'" 

Huberto crossed his hands upon his bo- 
som, in token of conviction ; whilst, in 
accents of severity, the father continued. 

" Heinous as the oflfence of self-con- 
fidence; it is one of ihe chief arrows ii\, 
the quiver of the destroyer ; it hardens 
the heart to the feelings of compassion^ 
and turns the voice of gratitude to' the 
rancour of upbraiding. Yes, even now/* 
^nd, with a look of humble resignation, 
he let his crosier fall within his arms; 
" even now do 1 behold a woful lesson : 
the virtues, the benevolence of the Conte 
Alverani, are forgotten ; and, unarraigned^ 
he stands condemned by a being as guilty 



as-- — '* 



"As guilty !" interrupted Huberto, w:ith 

a start of horror; '' great God !" 

The 
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The complexion of the spiritnai Mentor 
faded beyond its ordinary paleness: he 
gazed attentively oh Di Ilinaldini, who> 
Recovering his self-command, continued* 

'' It is not our province, father, to weigh 
the balance of sin ; mine. Heaven knows^ 
is galling ; and my affliction^ no doubt, 
suited to my ofTepce: but the expiation 
of repentance is left me, while the early 
benefactor of my helplessness, we have 
reason to suppose, has closed for ever that 
sure pass to mercy/* 

''Sancta Maria sacra cordis/' muvmured 
the monk, forming ^ on his bpsorn the 
blessed sign of the cross,, and raising- his^^ 
eyes to Heaven ; ^ Jssu officina or a pra 
nobis." 

Huberfo bent his knee inr $ilent re-* 
irei^nce^ while his full heart j pined in ti\fi 
omon.- i« 

•• Sigaor ! Signor r slarieied the Ahuill 



\ 
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voice of Vannina ; *' holy St. Maxima ! 
open tjie door." 

' '' Wherefore this vehemence ?" demand- 
ed the monk : " go^ daughter, steal not 
upon our devotions; thy zeal is mis- 
placed." 

" No, no, father ; I must see the Sig- 
nor Di Rinaldini. ^n the chamber of my 
Lord the Conte, I have discovered a 
packet." > 

"A packet !*' repeated the friar, 1n- 
staqtly unfastening the door, and, fol- 
lowed by Iluberto, entering the corridor: 
" come, be quick, my good girl," extend- 
ing his hand to receive it : ''a packet !" 

•'Yes; but not for you, reverend fa- 
ther,'* replied Vannina. " Here, Signor," 
giving it to Huberto ; *' it is directed for 
you, in my Lord the Conte's own hand," 

The monk, with a frown of displeasure, 
turned from Vannina ; who, regardless of 
the indication, continued, '' For mercy^s 
sake, r^d it,^ Signor; perhaps it may 
throw some light on the events of yester- 
6 day. 



day. The Virgin forgive me, but I fear 
all is not as it should be: last nighty 
I verily believe, at the moment my 
blessed lady yielded the ghost, I heard the 
strangest noise in the oratory;- it was 
like-^ — '* 

'' Rash, foolish girl, be silent," inter- 
rupted Father £raziiio ; " the flippancy. of 
that unworthy member of thine must be 
restrained/' 

Vannina, muttering something about 
iinmannered severity^ and monkish for* 
bearance, would have retired, had not cu- 
riosity prevented her: she longed to know 
Che contents of the packet ; and, in spite 
of the holy father's order to depart, lin- 
gered in the corridor. 

. '^ Obsiinate and p'erverse rebel to the 
sacred authority of my function, I com- 
mand thee hence^^ vociferated the monk, 
elevating his voice rather beyond the mild 
equilibrium of pious foi*bearance. 

D 6 Vannina, 



60 DI MeKTRAl^Z(V 

Vannina, dreading a penitentiary expia- 
tion, dared no longer disobey ; and, with 
external submission, but internal dissatis-r 
faction,, easting a longing glance at the 
packet, still trembling in the grasp of Hu- . 
berto, quitted the corridor. 

Father Brazilio waited impatiently for ^ 
many moments, vainly seeking to deci- 
pher, in the agitated countenance of Di 
Rinaldini, the contents of this new disco- 
tcryi who,^ apparently absorbed, conti- 
nued leaning against the wall, theiiiicon.a 
scious object of the monk's deep scrutiny. 
Suddenly he started ; suddenly . his eyes, 
beaming the wildfire of amazement, were 
directed towards Heaven. 

The father dropped his rosary ; he fek 
an indescribable sensation steal over, him ; 
and, more effectually .t6 screen -his feel- 
ings, he drew his cowl over his face. 

# . . . « . « . • . » . • 

Again Hubert o perused .the paper; .when> 

breathing 
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breathinor an exclamation of horror, h0 
threw it from him, and folded his arms' 
upon his bosom. - 

» . : . 

'^ When will ray Lord the Conte return 
to Montranzo ?" demanded Father Bra- 
zilio, unable longer' tt) resist the impulse 
of curiosity. 
. *' Never/' he mournfully replied. 

*• -Never!" crossing' himself; ''never^ 
my son!'* and the most casual observer 
might havef traced in bis sallow features 
the momentary expression erf malignant . 
joy : •' is it- then- as we dreaded ? has mis- • 
Jbrtune vacillated the seat of .reason i has 
the unfortunate Conte, deaf to the re- 
monstrances' of .conscience, defied . thf$ 
blaiek gates of Purgatory, and hurled-: — — ^", 

"No, no,'* interrupted Di Rinaldini^ 
shudc)eHn>g at the b:lre suggestion ; '^ the 
Conte lives, but not for us : in some dreair 
solitude, he seeks «<thQt. consolation ..the 
haunts of men deny. Resd his d^termina- - 
tioh, father, and^dvct^e meii>Ow.toa^cl/\ 
... ' Father 
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Father Brasilia instantly seized the en- 
velope : the fears he a momefit before had 
harboured, vanished ; and in accents of 
%vell-counterfeited agitation^ he perused 
the following lines : 



^ The breaking heart dictates^ 
and the trembling hand obeys. Huberto^ 
widower of my lost daughter, son of my 
early adoption, this is the last night the 
wretched Aiverani will pass beneath the 

roof of Montranzo. Start not, the deci- 

• 

sion ismade ; memory harrows up my soul, 
and tortures me beyond the power of eii« 
durance. My plan is well laid, my escape 
certain ; I know all the passes of the Ap-^ 
pennine: it is in vain to seek me; I go 
whither the eye of affection cannot pene« 
Irate; I go whither the groaning agony of 
a drooping spirit can breathe forth 'un-* 
heard. But, oh God ! oh, prophetic, om*^ 
niscient God ! cafn the wildest solitude shut 

out 
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eut remembrance ? can it steep my senses 
ixi the blessed Lethe of oblivion ? can it 
obliterate the past? no, ik>; rocks may 
conceal my wretchedness from the world; 
but the scorpion fang in my heart will 
9ting, and mock every effort at consola- 
tion. Sullen and deep, th^ turret-clock 
tolls two. What means this fearful start ? 
. why do my eyes shut against the shadowy 
horrors which surround me? My pen 
writes as though it were steeped in bloody 
forms glide from the darkened corners of 
my chamber, and the mountain breeze 
wafis to my ears the most piercing groans; 
Father of Heaven, it is the voice of rty 
child! no, no, no, Adelheida ; thy voice 
is silenced, thy shrieks can sound no more; 
Deatk! Death ! cruel, insatiate Death ! 
why hast thou sealed the matchless eyes of 
my darling? why stamped me. a wretch 
past all redemption ? Just God, what have 
I written ! — no matter, my task is almost 
completed : the hour for exertion arfives; 
one Tiille moment, and, under the cover 
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of night's dark mantle, I fly from the corse * 
, of my chiW for ever — for ever ! yes, my ' 
girl, no more will my achihg eyes behold 
thee : and for Montranzo, never again will 
its walls enshrine me — walls which have ' 
cost me so much. Di Rinaldiiti, farewell ; 
remember my sorrows, pray for the father 
of Adelheida. . Inclosed is my last testa- 
ment, Vritten the same hour which made ' 
me childless; the same hour which wit- • 
nessed my sacred, rnvrolable oath of eter- 
nal ^seclusioA., In k I :nomtnate yo^my 
sole heir; my estates, my rich possessions,. 
I bequeath to the husband of my lost 
daughter : and if, living on the memory 
of Adelheida, you die constant to ' your .' 
first-breathed vows, then to the holv bpo- - 
tliethood of the Camaldolf convent of St. 
Komuaid, be it. the humble offering of pev • 
nitence; not bribing, but soKciting, the - 
prayets of Christian .piety, for the repose 
3md pardon of the soul of 

"-AlveranjT/*^ ' 

CHAP. 
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CHAP. III. 



'Tis done->the soul hath Itft its soft abode. 
Now pale the cheek, where wanmb aiTd beauty gldw'd- 
Where now those charms that held the adi|iiring sight ^ 
The bloom, as Heaven's unclouded azure bright ; 
Tlie attractive smile, by nature taught to please ; 
The mein, thit temper'd dignity with ease ? — 
Ah f where-^yon solemn, silent vault survey i. 
AVbere writhes the reptile o'er its kindred clay. 
' There read, on Pride's stained cheek, the general doom, 

TUen paose-^wbile tnemory bleeds upon the tomb. 

OoiLvti. 



rve beard, but not believ'd> the spirits of tlie dead 
May walk again. 



SHAXaS^PEARC 



Deetp and drear was the silence which- 
risrghed within the walls of Montl*auzd^ 
rrt) vagrant smile of joy illumined (he sad- * 
dened feattires of the" dombl^tics ; all- alike-' 
: - • pondered 
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pondered at the strange, inexplicable re- 
striction of their newly-acknowledged mas^ 
ter; but all alike smothered the suspicious 
inferences of wonder in their own bosoms. 
The disappearance of the Conte Alverani 
was attributed to, and pitied as, the wild 
impulse of distraction ; thp death of the 
Lady Adelheida, sometimes to the visita- 
tion of the Almighty, but offener, from 
the half-breathed expressions of disappro- 
bation and regret, which fell, with appa- 
rent inadvertence, from the lips of the 
saint-imagined Father Brazilio, to a source 
of dark and horror-like inct^ngniity. The 
voice which, from the oratory, Vannina 
affirmed to have heard whisper murder, 
was now, with all the enlargements of su- 
perstition, attributed to the foreboding 
prediction of supernatural agency; and 
the slightest noises magnified into the per- 
turbed spirit of the late heiress, which, 
^jen before interment, was pronounced 
to haunt the Castle. The Aew and steady 
tcait in the character of l|uberlo excited 

surprise^ 
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surprise, and opened a field for conjec- 
ture. Though so long known, so long 
loved, the malicious fabricatipns of slaji- 
dcr, in a raonient, turned the currei)t,af 
influence; and while, with scrupulous ex- 
actness^ he fulfilled the minutest desire- of 
his lost Adelheida, his very grief was 
doubted, his every action vilified. 

" 'Ti^ strange no one must see the body 
of the Lady Adelheida," said the warder of 
theXastle, joining a group of domestics 
whp^had surrounded the weeping Vannina; 
'^ are you sure the Signor Di Rinaldini 
himself gave the order?" 
. *' Oh yes, Ludovico/' sobbed the dis- 
tressed girl ; " I heard him vow, no mortal 
eye, save his own, and the spiritual con- 
fessor. Father Brazilio, should ever again 
behold my dear, dear mistress — no, not 
even I, who have lived with her so long, 
and loved her so tenderly. " 

" Who then can make the coffin ?" q^ues* 
tioned the house-steward, 

'' Heaven 
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'* Heaven knows^ Cyril/' sobbed Vkn^ 
nina, looking mournfully in the face of 
the speaker; "Heaven knows, but sorrow 
too surely has turned the brain of the 
Sign or." ' 

'* Sometimes/' observed the arch Cyrils 
•* there is reason, even in madn^ess/'^ 

Every eye was fixed upon him, while, 
with a look of importance, he- continued. 

"As I crossed the western ball, not an 
hour ago, just as I stole softly to the foot 
of the stairs wbich lead' to my Lord the 
Conte's suit of apartments, I heard Father 
Brazilio exclaim, * Fatal, horrid transac- 
tion !— rsweet blossom/blasted by untimely 
frost!' Yes, tl^ose were the very words.' 
Now, transaction impKes^ the committing 
of an act; and untimelifj we all know> 
must be out of nature." . 

'''^Certainly, certainly,"^ repeated Liido- 
vico. '' The Virgin forgive our trans- 
gressions ! but people will think. Here fs 

my 



«ny Lord the Conte spirited^ away, nO one 
knows whither, and all his power of wealth 
given to no one knows who-t-a poor 
foundling, forsooth ; a beggar's barat, bred 
tip on charity. By the n^ass, it \yas a 
lucky torn which conducted him to our 
portals!'* 

^* Yes, for you I am sure it was," ob- 
rserved Vannina, stung at the sarcasm, of 
the speech: ''don't you remember, Lu- 
dovico, when my Lord the Cpnte was go- 
ing to discharge you, for drowning your 
senses in JagrimiC di Christo, and leaving 
the drawbridge down, how thh poor founds 
ling, this beggar's hrat, braved all his an- 
ger, talked of your age and your help* 
lessness, and persuaded him at last to par- 
don the offence ? Methinks I can see him 
DOW," pursued Yannina ; ^' his tender heart 
spoke in his eyes^ as he dwelt on the falli- 
bility of human nature: and \yhen you 
jtold him you would never forget his kind* 
ness, he ^*' 

V Prattler !'*^ 9iuttered Ludovico« 

"He 
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'^ He told you his heart had already be« 
stowed a recompence. Coine^ what ^ys 
your's at this 4nstant ? does it acquit you 
on the same score ?" 

*' Mine answers not the flippancy of 
childish impertinence." 

''Agreed/' retorted Vannina; "but learn 
from me, that though a beggar*s brat may 
possess the spirit oPa prince^ gratitude can 
never be found in the breast of a worldling/* 

Insensible to the murmurs and inuen* 
does of his domestics, Di Rinaldini* pur^ 
sued the same cautious accuracy. 



With the assistance of Father Brazil io, 
Adelheida was consigned to the last sad 
repository of humanity ; ahd not till seared 
from every human eye, not till the lid of 
the coffin could no longer be unclosed, did 
he for a moment shrink from the agoniz* 
ing station duty had assigned him. Then 
the chamber of death was no longer guard- 
ed, then its door was thrown open^ and. 

the 
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the orisons of devotion stole upon its 
stillness. Nightly did the household^ kneel- 
ing around the bier, listen to the pious 
prayers of Father Brazilio ; nightly, for 
the repose of the departed, did their voices 
rise with his fervent supplication* 

At the period appointed for the last so- 
lemn rites of interment, the whole of the 
Camaldoli brotherhood attended. Slow 
and sad moved the procession across the 
court-yard of the Castle. The monks 
walked two and two, bearing each a wax 
taper ; and then followed the exorcist, th,e 
crossybearer, and the officiating priest. On 
an open bier was borne the coffin ; while, 
immediately at its head, supported by the 
arm of his confessor, followed Huberto. 
His steyp was firm, his sorrow dignified ; 
his eyes were bent to the e^rth, and the 
whole contour; of his features wore the 
struggles of despair, tempered by the calm 
of resignation. * 

Sombre 
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Sombre. and threatening was (he close of 
evening : the lengthening shadows of twi* 
light enveloped the rocky summits of the 
surrounding scenery, and threw their dusky 
vapours over the face of creation : no en- 
livening beam lingered in the vast expanse, 
or from the west shot forth a ray of ex- 
piring glory. 

The tenor voices of the brotherhood, 
chanting the miserere, now rising in har- 
monious swell, now dying in softened 
echoes, gave place, ever and anon, to the 
reverberating inell, which, from the bel- 
fry of the chapel, flung to the gale its 
hollow sound. 

• 

Winding, but short, was the rocky path 
leading to the chapel : the mosswort formed 
a. carpet, while the dank side of the over- 
hanging hill, rich with the dark foliage of 
evergreen shrubs, excluded the partial 
light of the atmosphere. 

Picturesque 
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Picturesque was the appearancfe of fhe 
sacred edifice ; its heavy door stood open ; 
a blaze of light, issuing frofh the interior, 
glittered through' the high and storied 
windows ; and the rich swell of the organ, 
overpowering the plaintive chant of the 
monks, rose in a solemn requiem. The 
alt^r was clad in black; the torn banners 
waved over the tessellated pavement ; naf , 
cverj^ exterrtat sign impressed on the con- 
templative mind the short, the shallow te- 
ntire of mundane felicity. 

The feelings of Kuberto were wrought 
up to agony, his knees smote each other, 
his heart convulsively heaved; he chin*'; 
gasping to the arm' of Father Brazilro. 
It was at the foot of that altar, blooming 
in love, in yontK, in beauty, a few months 
before, he exchanged \vi(h Adelheida vows 
of endless truth — it was there he reached 

m 

the acihe df bliss — it was there his full 

■ » 

heart acknowledged heaven left it no joy 

Jo pant for. But now — now., alas! that 

Vol, I. R goodly 
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goodly frame the earth seefiied io him a 
sterile promontory; that most excellent 
canopy the air, that maje^xtical roof fretted 
•with golden fire, appeared nothing but a 
foul arnd pestiletttial.coj^gregation of var 
pours. « Hiippiness was fied ; *^'Hope^with 
-eyes so f^ir/' shrunk .bearaless; and Fu- 
.lurity. pictured one long, o6e ray less 
"blank of negative existence, *' Yes^ there," 
-thought Hufcerto, as his eyes wandered 
from the colfin to the altar^ '' tlier^, blush- 
ing in innocence and jdy, I received thee 
to my arms^ and now — oh now, A lel- 
heida ! Death has banquetted on thy fresh- 
ness, and the grave yawns wide to en- 
shrine thee ! Cruel, relentless is ^he hand 
of Destiny ; thick does it plant with thorns 
our sublunary path ; oft does it dash the 
cup of joy with the bitter gall of disap- 
pointment. Adelheida ! my soul's trea- 
sure!" and, with a convulsive start, he 
sprang forward, tiymbling as thougb a 
deadly palsy shook his limbs. 

" Whither wouldst thou fly,* my son?" 

demanded 



^» 
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demanded a voice of cotnpasKioh ; ^' the 
God of mercy be thy help, and lighten 
thy burden of sorrow !" 

Di Rinaldini looked up, and beheld at 
his side the friend, the instructor of his 
youth, the canon of St. Romuald. * '^ Fa- 
ther! father !" he articulated,; and pointed 
to the cofBn. 

The piercing shrieks of agony which 
marked the last struggles of Adelheida 
^hoed to his ear; and again her deep, 
her audible voice enjoined him to secrecy. 

• ''' Yes, yes, Adelheida," he continued, 
^s a wild expression stole over his counte- 
nance, '' the pangs of the heart avenge 
thy death ; the deepest, keenest, surest 
- torture fate unfolds." 

V 

t k 

•' Alas ! my son," pursued the canon, 
as, with gentle violence, , he led him from- 

m 

the gaze of wondering observers iiito the 
sacristy, ^' woe has frenzied thy brain, a-nd 
thy accents breathe nought but horror and. 

• £ 2 incong:r::itv. 
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iricongruify. Pour forth to me the bur- 
den of thy secret aJHictions. I too have 
needed the salutary admonitions of expe- 
rience; I too have been as a tempest-tossed 
bark upon a stormy sea." 

Still was Huberto silent^ still were* his 
arras folded, and his eyes" bent upon the 
*earth. 

*' Fear me not ; as you were wont to do, 
give me your confidence," pursued the n'- 
ligievx; " in my heart the magic chaiiv of 
hope has long been severed, calamity has 
impressed its torturing mark upon my fea- 
tures. Lookup, poor mourner ; mine is 
no vain sophistry, no delusive medium ; 
sympathy is a tender liiik to the goaded 
feoul : look up, and in misfortune behold 
a brother.'* 

" You ! you !" ejaculated Huberto, as, 
softened by the ofTerings of compassion, 
he raised his eyes, and beheld, on the fur- 
rowed brow of the spea*ker, the smile of 

placid 
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placid resignation supereeded by the deep 
-traces of affliction and harrowed memory. 

'* Yes, ]," mournfully resumed Father 
Luitfrido : " these grey locks are not 
bie^hed by years, but by sorrow ; these 
deep and lengthened furrows are not the 
effects of self-denial, but of woe. This/ 

cowl -" he* paused, tears streamed down 

his cheeks, while Di Rinaldini, grasping 
his hand, articulated, " In that coffin, fa- 
ther, slumbers-: " 

'' I. know it, I feel it," interrupted the 
canon : *' I once possessed a jewel, rare, 
matchless ; I locked it in the sacred casket 
of my heart, but the key was rifled. Oh 
God ! darkness and despair enveloped me. 
Death heard not the pra-ers of the hus- 
band : my bosom's love was chaste as the 
falling snow frpm heaven: but Muixler 
stalked around. Madness stole upon my 
senses. My soul's idol died, not as your 
Adelheida, by the mandate of the Omni- 
potent, but " 

Huberto groaned aloud; with a mo- 

K 3 mentary 
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mentary effort of frenzy, be burst from 
the restraining arm of the canon, and 
rushed into the chapel. The cofBn was 
lowering into the grave; the deep-toned 
voice of the of&ciating priest was pro- 
nouncing the last prayer; another -mo- 
. ment, and it would be no longer visible ; 
another moment, and the envious marble 
would sear up the mouth of the vauh, and 
consign the last sanctuary of Adelheida to 
eternal darkness. ''Merciful God!'* he , 
ejaculated: '' Oh, forbear ! forbear!'' He 
tottered towards the grave ; he breathed a 
heart-rending shriek ; he bent forward to 
take a last view, but the feelings of hu* 
inanity resigned the conflict ; his eyes 
grew dizzy ; the chapel, the coffin, alike 
receded , from before him; and, but for 
thjB arm of a lay-brother, he mli&t have 
fallen upon the pavement. 

■♦ - •# 

When the powers of recollection re- 
turned, he^fbund himself in the porch of 
the chapel : the deep stillness that reigned, 

spoke * 



■> 

spc>Ke the close of the ceremony. Fa* 
thet Ltiitfrido was at his side^ %vhile sc'^ 
veral of the Camjildoli brotherhood ex- 
horted and declaimed, some talking of 
the powers of reason and the force of 
religion, others pronouncing it impious 
to mimnur at the divine dispensation r but 
the good canon^ pressing the hand of 
the sufferer, in a low voice articulated, 
" Heaven aid thee, my son ! and, oh ! re- 
member, that as the virtue of us finite br- 
ings i& defective, so lis our felicity perish- 
able." 

*0n re^iching Monfranzo, Di Rinaldinf 
shrunk from the voice of condolence, and 
sought privacy in th^ oratory. It had 
been the favourite retreat of Adelheidar 
there, night and morning, had she offered 
the pure thanksgiving of praise to the 
Throne of Mercy. On the same spot he 
knelt; from the same altar ascended the 
sigh o^ devotion ; no, his was not the sigh 
of devotion, his was the heaving sobof de- 

E 4 spair. 
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spair. Alas! silenced was. thesootbing^oice 
of Love; no longer did it begutlj& the leadcit 
wing of Time : Hopc^, blasted, died ; and 
one unvaried scene of solitary pusery:ap> 
peared before him. 

The heavy gloom of night enshrouded 
the castle; the clock had chimed the 
third quarter after midnight^ yet still 
did Huberto preserve his station. The 
pattering of the rain against the high 
casement was unheeded. The sickly flame 
of one solitary lan^p; burning on a table, 
was insufficient to penetrate the darkened 
corners of the oratory; and all ground, in 
sad concordance^ bore the stamp of deso- 
lation. He arose from bis knees; the 
composure of devotion had imperceptibly 
^ameliorated the keenness of anguisb : he 
looked from the window ;jhe quick sue- 
cessive corruscations in the heavens dis- 
pllfiyed the lofty summits of the Appen- 
nines, enveloped, as it were, in flames. 
His eyes sought the direction of the cha- 

' . .• ' pel 
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peI;^ it was but the direction he could dis- 
cern, fqr, buried at the base of overhang- 
ing ro6ks» k <:rouched on ^he banks of the 
rapid stream of the Metremo, znd, by the 
umbrageous recesses of close embowering 
trees, wa^ comptetely hid from view. But 
the last resting-place of Adelheida was dis- 
cernible in the '' min<J*s eye" of Hu- 
berto ; the gloom of midnight veiled not 
its sombre sadness. ".Oh God !" he mur- 
mured, as, regardless of the thunder's roar 
and lightning's play, he continued to look 
from the window, *^ the wind howls over 
the grave of my love ; all nature feels it, 
yet can it not awaken her. No, no, Adel- 
heida, thou art lost, lost for ever ; never 
more shall I behold thy angel form, never 
more hear thy dulcet voice; death has 
sealed thy eyes ; eternity reigns foi* thee. 
Bat vft shall meet," raising an assured 
look to heaven; *^ religion whispers we 
shall meet, to part no more. Blissful con- 
firmation ! yes, my Adelhei<}^— ^— " He 
paused ; he started ; for at that instant the 
..' * ^ E 6 turret- 
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turret-clock tolled one, and a soft loiv 
strain, of awful and seraphic sweetness, 
rose from the organ. Ho visible hand 
touched the chords, yet did Its reverbera- 
tions steal upon the stillness of night, and 
gradually soften into silence. It was a 
hymn, which, at the close of her devo- 
tions, Adelheida had ofteh sung. Di Ri- 
naldini looked wildly towards the curtain — 
it was closely * drawn ; he sprung forward 
to tear it aside, and solve at once, the mys- 
tery. Again he paused, for a deep sepul- 
chral voice articulated,' " Forbeaf !" and a 
'discordant crash, as though'' a heavy hand 
pressed upon the chords, succeeded. "C^od 
of omnipotence!" ejaculated Hubierto, and 
once more he approached the base of the 
organ, wl\en a shrill* shriek in the gallery 
arrested his attention. He burst open the 
door of the oratory, and beheld Vannina, 
pal0, panic-struck, leaning against the side 
of the corridor. 
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CHAP. I v. 

a ^ 

Gothic the pile, and high the solid waUry - 
Wiih warlilie ramparts ^ and the strong dcftn9^ 
Of jetttng \>8itlemeDtS| an age's toil. 

A FEW years previous 't6 thier horronr and' 
devastation which the French revoliitionV 
spread throughout the Italian- stutes, on 
the banks of the river Metremo, in tlje 
romantic passes of the Appennihes^ the 
picturesque ruins of the ancient Castle dt 
Montranzo, in many a Kngeand^ shapeless 
mass^ rose to contemplation.. 

From the beaten tract, often would tBe 
travelled admirer of antiquity turn to gaze 

s 6 upon 
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upon the dilapidated bastions of former 
strength, now cnimblinff into dust, now 
tottering, falling beneath the pressure of 
the mountain blast ; often sigh, in sympa- 
thetic sadness, as the ruddy streaks of 
glory, bespangling its moss-clad towers, 
seemed as tlipugh it ntarked more clearly 
the lapse of time and the fall of empires. 
Man, puerile and insignificant, could there 
trace the prbiid boast of his strength, could 
there Ibok into ftlturf ty, and read the sym- 
bol of, his own weakness. But from the 
enlightened strides of false philosophy, 
^hose hi^m climax' so plainly and so 
fetally illinnined the ^m of 1790, we must 
revert to the sombre superstition of the 
fifteenth century; or rather, *^to when Moh*- 
(ranzo, in frowning majissty, at once re- 
gistered the smile of beneficence, or, co- 
k}V>red by the hearts of its chiefs, hurled 
Vengeance in the reverberating rpar of 
thunder. • 

' ' • * . . . 

The castle was an immense structure^ 

seited 
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^cited on the deep ridgy hollow, of clus- 
tering rocks, forming a complettJ ^uare, 
and flanked on ail side^ by watch-towers^ 
erected on the impregnable bulwark of its 
bcatling steeps.. Its heavy battlements, re- 
sisting the inroads of time, frowned in 
gVopmy grandeur; while the sloping rug* 
ged bastions, bounded, by the rapid eddies 
of the river Metremo, rushing down the 
shelving sides of the mountains, and 
crouching beneath, the shadow of moss- 
in crusted w^lls, formed, a phalanx against 
atoaoh and invasion. 

The spot which sustained the ramparts' 
of the castle was, of- solitary Vildness.; on 
one 9ide> its view >was closed by a dark and' 
almost tracti^os forest,, .whose awful gloom 
the sun's cheerful rays could scarcely pe- ' 
netrate: the intersecting *aivd glossy sur- 
face of the trafislucent stream, breaking 
from the mazy wilds. of its obstority, and 
meandering, in peaceful^ undisturbed se- 
curity, through scenes. of picturesque. ya^ 

• : 6 riety. 
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riety^ formed a pleasing contrast to the- 
eye; while on the other, yawning, as it 
;were, over a bottomless aby^s, from whose 
rough sides, rushing over im'mense pro- 
jections, tumbled a furious .torrent, and- 
precipitated itself into the cavity below,, 
whose flinty bosom sternly re-echoed the 
mighty sound. Mountain ^ow€red above 
mountain, of various forms and sizes ; 
some, whose rocky, thorn-clad precipices, 
scowhed like the shehered hautits of wolves^ 
asid bantlitti ; others, sinking gradually; 
into, dells, smiled in the rich culturie of* 
oUve-grounds) citron-groves; and vine* 
yards. Here the eyewandfered over the 
\erdant meadow and bespangled pasture ;- 
there again it rested on the' more awful* 
range of *' misty nyountain tops/' 

From a. low terracei- whrch^ rnn along- 
the south side- of the castle,, extended the 
gardens and pleasure-grounds ; their culti^-- 
vated beauties forming a striking contrast 
lb the wild* and- irregular features of nar 

ture :, 
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tare: the promising blossoms of fruitage 
smiled in well-ranged uniformity ; while 
in an inclostire,ihtei'spersed with clumps 
of variegated hues, browsed herds of pia- 
rent deer, regardless of the playful gam- 
bols of the young fawns, now sporting in 
the warm sunbeams, now chasing each 
other to their shady coverts. 

From the eastern turrets, or ^watch- 
towers, separated from the main body of 
the castle by a low parapet running along 
the platforms, and forming the supportere 
of the huge portcullis which opened ith- 
mediately from the drawbridge, through 
a narrow . cleft, or broken fissure, in the 

• 

rock, might be discovered the distant 
spires of the Camaldoli Convent of St. 
Romuald, which, in the golden splendour 
of a setting sun, reflecting the bright , 
tints from the high and storied windows, 
formed a' bass-relief to the prpspect. Hid 
from the temptations of the world, and 
the allurements of hyman vanity, amid 

towering 
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towering rocks, and wild and deep. forests> 
in devotional exercise, glided the days of 
the pious brotherhood ; like a peacefut 
stream meandering over its pebbled bed, 
no breakers interposing, no rough chill 
blast of disappointment or of woe — 



'^PraTcr^all theii business, all tbeir pleasure pr^se. 



*r 



Often would the sonorous tinkling of 
the vesper bell, sailing on the balmy 
breeze of evening, and conveying, its deep 
^dvrill tone to the solemn stillness of Mon- 
tranzoj mark the adjournment of the ve- 
nerable devotees (long since dead to so- 
ciety and to nature) to the duties of tpjie 
holiness, ^nd tb«! exercise of religion.. 
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CHAP. V. 

Nolme'&iendly beam 

E'er gayc ^ glimpse from whom hewu desceDded. 

HiqsivcD kept it hid in dailtness ; 

Conoeard him from himatif, and from fiis blood. 

HiLU' 

'* What is my name ?'* demanded the little 
Huberto, as he looked inquisitively in the 
face of Father Brazil io. '' You tell me I 
am an orphan/*' . . 

''Yes, boy," replied the monk; ''and 
indebted for yoor support and life to the 
Conte Alverani." . 

•The child wiped a tear from his eye-^— 
Ills yonng heart glpwed with fervent gra- 
titude towards his benefactor. 

''Aa 
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^'An orphan ! and why am I an orphan P 
You tell me God is good to all who love- 
him: Adelheida loves 'him^ and I love 
him; Adelheida has got a father^ and why 
have not I got a father?" 

" Because/' answered the monk^ evad- 
ing the searching glance of the young in- 
quisitor^ " you are a poor, unacknow- 
ledged foundling, and the Lady AUelheida 
is the daughter of the Conte Alverani." 

'' And I suppose," with a look of me-» 
lancholy dejection, *' foundlings have no» 
fathers." 

'^ I did not say so, boy." 
" Then I have a father ?". eagerly* 
"Yes, ^yes, poor little interrogator," 
said the Conte, who, unperceived,. had en- 
iered the apartment, " I will be your fa- 
ther;" and he strained the sobbing boy to 
his breast. " But go, Adelheida seeks 
you;" and in the innocent caresses of his 
loved companion, the newly,-awakened sor- 
row of H.ubetto was forgotten, At uigh( 
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he' slept regardless of the morrow; and 
then he arose^ and flew to Adelheida> for 
they 

'* Learn'd, play'd, ale together ; 
And wiieresoe'er they went* like Jano*s swans, 
Stiil they were coupled and inseparable." 

« 

Scarc'e eight years had numbered orer 
the head of Huberto, when, through the' 
loquacity of a servant^ his alienated and 
unacknowledged state was abruptly dis* 
closed. . It was then he flew to Father Bra- 
zilio; and^ sobbing, in the. fullness of his 
heart, demanded the above explanation* 
'' They tell me I am a foundling," he ex- 
claimed, as, liberated from his studies, he 
joined his loved coinpanion on the ram*- 
parts. 

'* A foundling!" repeated Adplheidsi 
" what is that ?" 

'' I don't know," 

'*^ It must be something yerv— very 
good," lisped the little interesting girl. 
^' Huberto a foundling ! I wi^ I was a 
foundling too." 

Huberta 
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Huberto kissed the ruby ]ips of his no^ 
niinated sister; and henceforth foundling 
was not a term of pity^ but of praise. 

As the sportive, happy years of infancy 
gradually ripened into raaturity, and the 
full-grown stature of Di Rinaldini spoke 
the dawn oF manhood, his wish of diving 
into the mystery of his origin augmented*, 
and curiosity grew into eagerand insatiable 
desire; In vain did Adelheida, in all the 
arts of persuasion, in all the blandishments 
of sisterly love, affiroi rank and wealth but 
feathers in the scale with virtue^ affirm, 
that, rich in the possession of the one, not 
the ermine of royalty could increase her 
regard. An internal, an indescribable, an 
almost unknown motii^e propelled Huberto 
to. the scrutiny. 

\ Adelheida sighed when he quitted her 
to seek the Conte: her heart beat, her 

head reclined on her snow-white hand ; 

» 

the form of her foster-brother remained 
* ' * decked 



decked in the delusive guise of faiiCy; 
Again she sighed, yet wondered at. her 
emotion. 

> 

Haberto was of a commamding height; 
finely proportioned, and ch^acterized by 
an air of .native dignity ; his countenance 
evinced the most open candonr^ (he most 
insinuating sweetness; his smile breathed 
the very spirit of his beneficent soul; and 
his full, dark, animated eyes beamed by 
tui'ns expressions of awe and conciliation. 

''What is rank?" sighed Adclheida, as 
her eyes glowed through the medium of 
her ideas, *^ what is rank, cpmpared to 
content and peace ? will rank give happi- 
ness? no, no;" and a rosy blush suffused 
her matchless features : " what is rank, 
compared to-rtot—loVe ?" 

Yes, W was love which trembled on the 

lips of Adelheida; long bad it trembled in 

- ' ' her 
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her heai*t ; long^ dn -unconscious votarjsf, 
had she bowed to the shrine of all subdu* 
ing i^assion. 

Startled at the warmth of her own feel- 
ings, yet unable^ at the moment, to enter 
into their strict investigation, she again 
breathed forth the name of Huberto, and 
impatiently awaited his promised return. 

How does suspense lengthen the pro- 
gress, of time ! iiow does it protract the 
pasdng moments, and stamp hours eter- 
nity ! Adelheida listened, yet no welcome 
harbinger of his approach reached her ear ; 
an hour passed, and incertitude amounted 
to agorty. 

" Ah ! vainly would I conceal the truth 
even from nriyself,*' she murmured, as she 
paced the oratory ; *' conviction flashes on 
my senses, and every sigh, every revolv- 
ing hope, breathes love and Di Rinaldini. 

Yes, 
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Yes> 3^es,. die v^il is removed; my heart 
pairts not fqr bliss, pictures nol joy be- 
yond Huberto,". 

Tears of softened sensibility stole down 
her cheeks^ she leaned against the altar^ 
l>er dark .eyes raised to heaven. 

'^Alasl why will he dive beyond the 
Ijarrier fate interposes ? why will he dive 
5nto a. tale, Xvhich, holy Virgin ! threaten^ 
peace ? My father ! oh my father ! lyound 
nbt the proud soul of Huberto ; withhold 
the fea.rful tale of degradation; and^ for 
the sake of your child — : — " 

She paused ; for^ with pallid cheeks and 
agitated ^teps, Di JRinaldini entered the 
oratory. 

" Lady !" be articulated. 
"Lady !" interrupted Adclheida.; ''Lady ! 
oh Huberto!*' 

'' By what other term can the outcast, 

the 
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the igtidble, the onknown Di- RinaWini, 
addre^ the daughter of the Conte Alve- 
rani ?'' - 

" By the term he has often used/' murJ 
mumd the iveeping Adetteida ; '' by the 
tender, Ibvied, co^cHlating rerm of sister." 

'' That tefm^" mournfully pursued Hu- 
bert©, /' must be. known, must be rdmem- 
beted no ntore j thiat term' must be 
changed."' 

"For what ?" eagerly interrupted Adel- 
heida, with an involuntary impulse ex- 
tendinor her hand. 

o ■ 

'"tor cold respect," faltered Di Rinal- 
dini, with difficulty resisting the wish his 
heart dictated. 

" And Supercilious folly," concluded 
Adelheida, with a flash of her wonted spi- 
rit. "Indeed, my dear scrupulous friend," 
she continued, with an arch smile, " you 
will teach me to' suspect fhe foundation 
of an affection T once hoped would'never 
vary." 

/ "*Heavdh kntows ft never can! •* mur- 
^ mured 
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mured Huberto, as, with more than a bro- 
ther's ardour, he snatched the hand of Adel- 
heida to his heart— to his lips, ^'Heaven 
knows the pangs it has cost me, to forego 
the precious privileges custom and cpm* 
passion have admitted ! - Yes, dear and 
lender companion of my fleeting years of 
bliss, it is to prove myself worthy of the 
friendship of the Conte Alverani, to prove 
myself worthy of the disinterested regard 
of his angel daughter, that I purpose with- 
drawing from Montranzo; and, in the 
more active scenes of life, seeking from 
fortune what birth has denied — renown." 
- '' Then I shall die," unconsciously mur- 
mured Adelheida, sinking on the step of 
the altar, and yielding to a passion of 
tears. 

• ** Die ["echoed the almost breathless 
Huberto ; ^' die ! Prophetic Heaven !" 
giving way for a moment to his feelings, 
'•will my absence occasion pain to Adel- 
heida ? am I then— T— " beloved he would 
have added, but the word died upon his 
vjol. I. y lips. 
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lips. " No, no," emphatically, " such 
bliss never can be mine. AdeJhefcla> child 
of my benefactory heiress of the Conte 
Alverani, never can the alienated Di Ri- 
naldini raise his presumptuous hopes to* 
thy perfections." 

Again the hand of Adelheida was eiC" 

tended^ again a smile played upon her lips. 

' ** If Uttberto was the ofTspriiig of the 

Conte Alverani, if Adelhcida Was the 

foundling of mystery, then -" She 

paused, for Huberto was at her feet. 

** Proceed," he implored; "say, ivhat 
then ?" and his ardent gaze, awakening the 
sensitive blush of diffidence, painted her 
cheeks with its painful, palpable emotion. 

"Then," she faltered, turning away her 
, face, as her downcast eyes sought the 
grpund, " then th€ heart, not pride, would 
Dictate. 

" Oh Adelheida, you know not what 
you say: was I to follow its dictates, I 
should be the most treacherous, the most 
ungrateful of beings; I should be as the 

wily 
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Vfily serpent, coiling around the heart of 
my. benefactor, only to sting him the more 
deadly. . Unprotected, wretched, lost, ex- 
posed to the pitiless elements, and wan- 
dering, without home, without pursuit, 
without friends, among the dangerous and 
unfrequented passes of the Appennines, 
your godlike father heard the plaint of ray 
distress, listened to the lisping woes of in- 
fancy, and gave me a sanctuary ; not sim- 
ply from hunger and from cold, but, in 
his heart, in his friendship, in his eon- 
fidence^ he gave me life; nay more, he 
gave me education, he gave me example 
to frame my niind to the dictates of recti- 
tude, to follow the tract of his own vir- 
tues. And shall I, Adelheida, knowing 
what I was, knowing what I am, dare I 
embitter his future life ? dare I implant a 
dagger in his too-confiding bosom ? no, I 
must fly the temptation I cannot resist : in 
distance, in memory I shall cherish, I shall 
adore a being, a — sister; I shall teach this 
' stubborn heart the deference due^ — ye?5, 

F 2 Lad} 
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Lady, I shall teach if, what here it c^n 
never learn — respect, reverence, unmixed 
i^ith presumptuous love." 

"And will It soon perform its task^" 
demanded Adelheida; " will the lesson be 
so very easy ?" . 

"Inckath," exclaimed Huberto, breatb- 
fhg a he^vy sigh, '' the task will be per- 
formed.*' 

'^ Then in life it must not be attempted." 

*' Ah ! Adelhefda, what mean yow V* 

*'I mean," she rejoined, again deeply 
blushing, and again turning away her face, 
" that my father loves you, that — that — 
that your absence would give him pain, 
and that I could ill support " 

" Adelheida, beware," interrupted Di 
Rinaldini ; ** tempt me not to destruc- 
tion." 

** Destriiciiony^ murmured Adelheida; 
xind heaven was in her smile. 

. Gratitude vani;>hed, the Conte was no 
longer thought of, Adelheida was alone 

seen; 
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Seen ; Love hiing around her his brightest 
roses: Huberto confessed his attachment, 

* 

confessed the long and painful struggles 
of his soul ; the oratory was transformed 
into Elysium^ and the altar witnessed the 
pure vows of reciprc^ j1 faith, of unabat-, 
ing, of eternal constancy. But when 
alone^ when left to the guidance of hi& 
own conscience, the scruples of our hero> 
armed against all the sophistry of love, re- 
turned in tenfold force ; it is true, till then 
he had known no joys, but till then he had 
known no reproach; tjll then the soul- 
thrilling ecstacy of participation, the glow- 
ing effusions of sensibility, the entrancing^ 
powers of sympathy, were unknown :. but,., 
on the other hand, till then the shame of 
detection, the necessity for disguise, the. 
consciousness of error, were alike strangers, 
to his bosom. Long in secret had he 
madly, tenderly loved Adelheida ; long,., 
led away by inclination, by false and de- 
lusive sophistiy, had he yielded to the de- 
light Tul dreams fancy formed, nor thought 

F 3 of 



lOS OI MOMTRAKZO* 

of the difficulties fate interposed. But in 
the stillness of reflection^ those difficulties 
would recur ; in the stillness of reflection, 
his soul would shrink at the picture of in- 
gratitude his reason sketched : in imagina- 
tion did he behold the hand of humanity ex- 
tended to save him ; in imagination did he 
behold his arm guiding the dagger, aimed at 
the peace of his early benefactor, his only" 
friend. " Oh, happy, happy moments !" he 
would exclaim, rieverting to the early dawn 
pf infancy, *' when, free from sorrow and 
obtruding care, I sported life away ; when 
in the light of a brother, the lovely object 
of my adoration beheld me, and, uncon- 
scic^us of future evil, with her smile en- 
gendered poison to my peace. Adelheida, 
I must fly ! on the wide world I must rush 
to secure my honour. But,** starting, and 
franticly striking his hand against iiis fore- 
head, "she pities me ! dangerous, extatic 
thought ! she loves me. Merciful God ! 
can Adelheida, unmindful of rank, of 
wealth, love a destitute, unacknowlec^ged 

being? 



~ I 



being? yes, yes, Adelheida loves mte, and 
I ttiufet fly, not to save mysdf, but her." 

From this period, from a principle of 
l^ttitnde, Di Rinaldini determined to de- 
part from Montranzo ; alone, unattended, 
. ttt steal frorti the bosbm of security, to fly 
the seducing voice of love, and the soul- 
soothing offices of friendship. But whi- 
ther could he go ? alas ! that was but a se- 
condary consideration ; the effort oilcfe 
made, the spell of aftracttoA broken, the 
world was before him, arid " he who feeds; 
the spdrrows,*' he who •' numbereth the 
sands upon the sea-shore,'* would not with- 
hold his mercy. Huberto tberefore dili- 
gently avoided the society of Adelheida ; 
whole hours would he wander among th^ 
romantic wilds of the Appennines, or 
shut' himself up in the solitude of hi» 
chamber : no lortger for a moment did he 
trust himself alone with the innocent &u- 
thbr of his sorrow ; no longef did he join , 
in the sacred rites of her devotion, or, in the 

F 4 oratory. 
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oratory, listen to the soft vibrations; of her 
voice, accompanying the organ in hymns 
of praise. 

But if Huberto was sad, Adelheida was 
also cheerless ; if Huberto felt not joy^ 
Adelheida was also a stranger to bliss : too 
innocent, too candid, too ingenuous, to 
have acquired the art of veiling her senti- 
ments, melancholy imperceptibly pervaded 
her spirits, and stole from her cheek th^ 
ruddy bloom of health. She drooped, 
she pined in secret,- floods of bitter tears 
streamed from her eyes, and sighs of ago-^ 
nizing sorrow heaved her bosom ; it was 
disappointed affection, it was ill-requited 
love which poisoned the stream of exist- 
ence. She entered not into the pure, dis- 
interested motives of her lover ; she fan- 
cied his conduct the result of indifference, 
perhaps of disgust : agony was in the sup- 
position. " He flies me, he hates me,*' 
she would exclaim ; '^ it is evident I am 
become an object of abhorrence : his eyes 

no 



no longer meet mine; sunk in aversion, 
they seek the ground ; and when I speaks 
he turns away, as though my breath was 
pestilence. Unkind, cruel Di Rinaldini ! 
ah^ fatal, resistless infatuation I it has em- 
bittered my life, it has poisoned every 
source of pleasure, it has checked the 
communication of filial confidence, it has 
gangrened the powers of action. Holy 
Virgin F to be despised, to be slighted, 
what a fate iii mine ! Would I had died in 
infancy ! would that Heaven had silenced 
my sorrows ! But, alas ! my heart will 

soon break; yes^ it must — it will " in 

all the native energy of her character; 
and then, without restraint, she yielded 
to her teai.s> 




» « 
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CHAP. VI. 



, Why he can smile, and murder while he smilesj 
And cry content to that which gcieves his heart. 
And wet hi$ cheek with artificia! teafs^ 
■ Ami frame his foce to' all occasions. 

. ' Shakespeare. 

The Conte Alverani traced not the change 
in the once sportive Adelheida ; but Fa- 
ther Brazilio^ ^deeper read in the human 
heart, dived into the secret: he had seen 
her pale cheek flush to tlie die of crimson 
at the mention of Huberto's name ; he had 
seen Ker eve wander towards the door, 

to ^ 

watching his expected entrance; he had 
seen her absent and uneasy when he came 
BQt; transported/ blushing, agitated at-his 

approach. 



approach. These were indications of nx) 
transient attachment, they were sur« prog- 
nostics of propelling passion : it was evi- 
dent Ailelheida loved Di Rinaldini, it was 
evident Di Rinaldini's heart glowed with a 
reciprocal flame. " It mu^t not be^" eja- 
culated the man)c» a» his braw contracted 
a deadly frown ; '' by the powers of ven- 
geance, never shall the son of " he 

paused, he smothered the de'nuriciation in 
his rancoroHs heart :• ■' no," with a malig- 
nant smile of fexuhation, '' Manfredini fur- 
bids it. '^ 



\ • 



Beneath the specious guise of friend- 
ship, he now determined to obtain the 
confidence of Adelheida; and, while ex- 
ternally he espoused her cd use, buried in 
the folds of his vest, he wore a dagger^ 
whose unc^rring aim could work in secret. 
He drew it forth, he examined the sharp 
steel. " Unerring/' he muttered; and a 
siirttening qualm pressed upon his heart. 
iTOi' was an infernal deed!" His hand 
V F e trembled. 
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trembled, his cheek was more than usually 
pale ; busy memory revised a scene long 
since enacted, and conscience whispered 
" Retribution,*' His eves wandered over 
the brilliants which closely studded the 
hilt; their lustre appeared dimmed, not in 
reality, but in fancy's ensang^uined stream; 
the warm blood seemed t6 flow upon the 
hand> and the last effort of vital extinc- 
tion ag^ih echoed in a hpllow groan. Ir- 
resolute he stood ; conscience for* a mo- 
ment asserted its power ; it was but for a 
moment: ^' Bcvcngc/' he muttered, thrust- 
ing his hand into his bosom, " come forth, 
and nerve my purpose. Let my thirsty 
soul drink the burning draught of ven- 
geance ; be thou my instigator, for at the 
mouth of hell I swear undvino: hatred 5" 

He drew forth a portrait: a scalding, 
tear rolled from his dark eye, and fell 
upon the crystal ; but still the lines of fe- 
minine loveliness were discernible ; still 
the seraphic smile of heaven-born sweet- 

• . ne5S 
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ness mocked his denunciatians, and out- 
raged his feelings. It wal^ the miniature 
of a beautiful Madona ; religion hovered 
upon her ]ips^ and piety upraised her eyes^ 
as the cross seemed to heave upon her 
snow-white bosom. He paused^ he co- 
vered with kisses the unconscious imaore; 
" Where now thy resistance, proud 
beauty ?" he ejaculated ; *' where thy 
struggles? Father Brazilio cherishes thee 
as his bosom's •saint. Yes," with a super- 
cilious laugh, " thou art the worshipped 
idol, the soul's homage, of a monk, of a 
Camaldoli brother. Fools, hoodwinked, 
superstitious fools, hold me up as a pat- 
tern of piety ; because I am deeper read 
in hypocrisy than themselves, they believe 
that religion bends my knee, that reVigion 
leads me to the midnight vigil ; they thfnk 
this tunic the humble prototype of my 
unaspiring soul. Let them dream on — ha* 
tred is my god, revenge the heaven 1*4 
enjoy — r'evenge, revenge," grasping the 

dagger. 
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dagger, *' for thee do I sacrifice alJ^ for 
thee do I bear this loathed, this hafed ex- 
istence. Damn him ! damn him ! not tn 
his grave does my rancour dumber/' 

He started like the fabled spectre Fear, 
for he hejird approaching footsteps ^qnicklj' 
lie hid the picture in his bosom ; but ere 
he could securely replace the dagger, the 
Cbnte Alverani entered ; the sheath had 
not received the shining blade ; but, in 
imagined safety, the monk withdrew hi» 
trembling liand, a4)d meekly approached 
the intruder. 

''Father," feaid the Conte, '• I Iiavebeen 
$€?eking you. Adelheida tells me " 

The dagger fell upon the floor; th^ 
monk hastily stooped to recover it, but 
the Con^te withlield his arm. 

" Merciful God !" he ejaculated, as, with 
5 a look 
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^ a look of horror, he gazed upon hi$ cop* 
fessor^ '^ that dagger was in the possesaiott 

of r-" 

" Breathe not the name/' sternly inter-i 
rupted the father. 

The Cpnte turned pale: his almost pa- 
ralyzed hand fell fro^n the more vigorous 
exertions of the mpdki who, with reco- 
vered composure, took the dagger from 
the ground, ar)d, replacing it in his vest^ 
led into the corridor. 

'* To-night, my Lord," he said, in. a lew 
voice, '* when withdrawn from the supper- 
table, there/' pointing to the door of the 
library, " let us meet ; till then be se- 
cret." 

The voice of Di Rinaldini checked a re- 
sponse. 






The xnetik whispered, '^ Jiemember;. 
and, placing his finger on his lips, passed 

quickly 
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quickly on. He paused opposite the ora-^ 
tory, for he heard the sonorous organ vi- 
brate beneath the light touch of Adel* 
heida. 

Now was the tnoment to steaT'-upon the 
unsuspicious maid, and rifle her bosom's se* 
cret. Softly he pushed open the door: the 
sound died away: Adeiheida had descended 
from the instrument, and bent her knee 
on the step of the altar ; her hands were 
crossed upon her bosom ; her form, in 
meek humility, inclined forward ; * and 
*' her eyes, Kke the dewy star of evening, 
shone in tears." Short was the inward 
communion. 

" Heaven knows my heart/' she ejacu- 
lated, and breathed a heavy sigh. 

" Then whv veil it from Heaven's ser- 
vant, my daughter?" demanded the. monk^ 
approachingxvith an assuring smile. 

*' Father !" shrieked Adelherda, and clung; 
IremUing to the altar. 

/'Fear 
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" Fear not, my child ; T come as the 
ininister of mercy, not the stern reprover 
of reserve; I come to conciliate, not to 
arraign. You sigh, you are unhappy; 
you e yes are cast down, your cheeks are 
faded : from whence proceeds the change? 
Fear not to trust me; in ray bospm shall 
the secret lie hid ; I will palliate every dif*» 
ficulty; and if from the heart, the " 

Adelheida sprung from the step of the 
altar; she looked inquisitively at the monk; 
and, in a faltering voice, articulated — 
'^ What do you demand ?*' 

"Your confidence," replied the wily 
father; '* I come to mitigate your woes, 
to^ooth your sorrows, to pour into your 
heart the lenient balm of sympathy. Yield 
not to timid caution, to bashful diffidence; 
banish the blush that would check utter- 
ance, and whisper the bosom's secret." 

" My confidence,^ the bosom's secret, fa- 
ther!" repeated Adelheida ; "what mean 

you?" ; , 

"Full 
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. " Full well your heart can Solve my 
rteaning. Daughter, daughter, drop the 
assumed disguise, which suits so ill the in^ 
nocence of your soul. Remember I was 
once young ; believe me, I was once, like 
yourself^ dejected ; yes, 'twas from tlie 
same source my dejectioti sprung, 'twas 
from the heart." 

" D6es dejection ever spring from the 
heart then?*' interrupted Adelheida. 

'* At your age. Lady, it is t lie most na^ 
tural conclusion." 

Adelheida sighed; while Father Brazi- 
lio, with a well-satisfied ^mile, continued. 

" Tistrne, breathed with religious zeal, 
my eternal vows of seclusion are registered 
in Heaven; yet memory survives the death 
of worldly hope, and, evert from the 
cloister's awful tomb, wanders with unhal- 
lowed latitude. I once loved ; nay, turn 
not away, sweet innocetot; this^ cowl co- 

' vers 
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vers a heart actuated by no common feel- 
ings ; I loved, bu.t sorrow blighted its 
fairest blossoms ; 1 loved, and wasA— •'* 

He paused, in evident agitation ; yet 
there was a something in his glance, which, 
notwithstanding his broken sobs, his well- 
feigned tears, filled the mind of Adelheida 
with distrust, and subverted his deep-laid 
policy. 

" Memory," resumed the monk, breath- 
ing a heavy sigh, '^ like i faithless truant, 
in spite of every barrier, in spite of prayer, 
of penitence, nay, of time itself, slightly 
scans the moments of bliss, but lingers 
o'er hours of sorrow." 

" True," murmured Adelheida. 

" Bitterly can I prove it/* ejaculated 
the friar, regardless of the interruption ; 
and, as he struck his hand against his bo- 
som, he started, for the concealed dagger 
pressed upon his heart : it was like the in- 
terdicting voice of conscience; but/quickly 

banishing 
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banishing its appeal^ he continued, ''I 
would save you my sorrows, I would dive 
at once into the mystery of warring pas- 
sions: you love Di Rinaldini." 

Adelheida, who, in silence, had conti- 
nued to survey him, at this abrupt delinea- 
tion of her feelings, felt the burning tide 
of crimson rush to her cheeks; but quickly 
recovering her composure, replied, ''True^ 
I love Huberto, and I love my father; 
what then ?" 

'• Not with the same love," rejoined the 
deceitful monk ; " those pensive sighs, that 
drooping cast of sorrow, that craving search 
for solitude, prophetic fears, eager hopes» 
and wearied spirits, spring not from the. 
calm current of filial affection : no, love's 
ideal woes, love's wayward fancies, tinge 
with sickly hue youth's- golden promises, 
and blasts the dawn of peace. Say, have 
I not solved the meaning of that sigh ? 
have I not spared your blushing cheek the 
tonfession?" 

'*0h Signora! oh sweet my Lady !'" ex- 
claimed 
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claiiued Vannina, hastily entering the ora- 
tory, '' such news1" but observing the 
friar, she paused abruptly. 

"What news, child ?" peevishly demanded 
Father Brazilio, vainly striving to repress 
a frown. 

'^ Nothing, and please you, reverend 
father, but nonsense." 

''I believe it," muttered the monk. 

*' Indeed,'* pursued Vannina, who pic- 
tured nothing less than a penitentiary ex- 
piatioti, and in whose ears the AngelusDO'* 
mini, the litanies of the saints, and the 
rosary of the blessed Virgin, still rung, 
*^ indeed, holy father, I knew not you 
were shriving my Lady mistress." 

"' But the news ?'' questioned the monk, 
whose holy vocation precluded not the 
'worldly passion curiosity; *'say, Vannina, 
what wondrous intelligence was intended 
for the ear of the Stgnora ?" 

'' Indeed it was nothing but — but — " 

"But whkt, child?" 

*' But," casting down her eyes with a 

confused 
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confused simper, ** cry your mercy, but- 
little BeneTenio, my Lord the Conte's 
page^ has been singing love ditties under 
my window ; and he has promised to bring 
me from Fossombrone " ^ 

'* Is that all, flippant and irreverent in- 
truder?" demanded the monk. 

" Yes," stammered Vannina ; " and 
by our Lady Mother, enough to turn 
the bead of any young girl in the pro- 
vince." 

'' Depart in peace, child, and break not 
our spiritual conference with thy qarn^l 
desires." 

'' Carnal desires, forsooth !" muttered 
Vannina, retreating towards the door; but 
pausing, she cast on the irresolute Adel* 
beida a look of important meaning, and, 
unobserved by the monk, beckoned her to 
follow. 

'' Stay, Vannina," exclaimed i^delheida. 
'^ Pardon me, holy father, . addressing the 
friar, '' nor attribute to a waat of due re- 
.spect, my leaving, yoiu in a moment like 

the 
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the present. My spirits are depressed, I. 
feel unequal to a renewal of the subject } 
yet it is not conviction, but sorrow iii be- 
ing the object of suspicion, which sab-> 
dues m^/' 

Be it so," replied the nionk. 

Your blessing, father," bending her 
knee, " ere I go." 

He raised his hand, a;nd pronouncing a 

Dominus vobiscwn, Addheidaf^ Supported: 
by the arm of Vannina, quitted the ora- 
tory. 

^' Do let us walk on the ramparts/* said 
Vannina, as they passed down the corri^ 
dor ; ^' I have heard say, hedges have eyes, 
and walls ^ars. Holy Mary forgive mi? !" 
she pursued, in a low whisper, '^ for sus- 
pecting her servant, but, by the mass,, in 
spite of all their spiritual talk, I verily be- 
lieve monks have carnal desires, as well as 
the laity." 

'' What 
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"What would you imply, Vannina?'' 
demanded Adelheida. 

'' Only, Lady, that our dear young Sig- 
nor Di Rinaldmi wishes to go into the 
world, as it were, to seek his fortune. 
.But you are ill." 

" No, no, Vannina.; go on/* 

^^Well, and would yoii believe it, Sig- 
nora ? little Benevento overheard Father 
Brazilio recommending my Lord the Contc 
to grant the fSignor's request." 

■ 

Adelheida paused involuntarily. 

"Ah! it is very strange?'! eontinncd 
\^annina> g^^^^ng on the pale features of 
her mistress. " Benevento would noti to 
be high page of honour to his Holiness 
the Pontiff, leave Montranzo^ because^ he - 
says, I am in it; and there's the Signor 
Huberto, who, 'tis plain to.be seen, loves 
you, my Lady, more than all the world 

besides, voluuteers-—" 

' "Loves 
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•^ Loves me!" interrupted Adelheida; 
"oh no, no!"' 

" Yes, that he does," reiterated Vatv^ 
ninaj " for not a day passes but he visits 
your picture in the arched gallery, and 
gazes at it, and sighs over it, and talks 

to it, just, for all the world, as you do 
ovpr his ^" 

''Me, Vannina!" exclaimed' the blush- 
ing Adelheida, " me !" 

'' Yes, Lady, you know you do. Marry, 
if I was Father Brazilio, I should be more 
jealous of the pictures than any thing 
else, for many a good thought do they 
steal from heaven." Adelheida sighed." 
" He wont go, my Lady ; don't look so 
sorrowful; I am sure he won't go: one 
single word from you will keep him here 
for ever. Besides, my Lord the Conte ob- 
jects to his request." 

"Does he?" eagerly questioned Adel- 
heida, and her eyes beamed eloquent 

joy- 

vbL. I. c . " Yes," 
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" Yes," resumed Vannina ; *' Beneveota 
heard him declare he could not part with 
him, heard him say he loved him as he 
"Vould a son." 

''Holy Heaven !" ejaculated Adelheida^ 
raising her clasped hands: '' but what an- 
;iwered Huberlo?'* 

" He said> Lady, a great deal about duty 
and conscience;" Adelheida trembled; 
'' and a wish to signalize his name, and 
to prove himself worthy the friendship of 
my Lord the Conte." 

'* A|as ! alas ! *tis only ambition then 
which leads him from the Castle," said the 
distressed'Adelhcida. 

'' 'lis more than ambition," rejoined 
Vannina ; "' believe me. Lady," lowering 
her voice, " 'tis hopeless love." 

'' Hopeless!" faltered Adelheida, in ac- 
cents of the deepest dejection. 

*'IIe thinks you so far above him," re- 
plied Vannina. " At war with fortune, and 
a stranger even to his real name, he over- 
looks 
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looks the claiins of virtue^ and would 
needs crush in the bud the wild romantic 
rovings of the heart. Too humble to 
suppose his absence would give pain, 
yet too presumptuous not to wish it, he 
goes/' 

*' No, no, he must not," burst from the 
heart, from the lips, of Adelheida; " if I 
thought he loved, kneeling at my father's 

feet, I wQuId sue " She paused. 

'*'' Tis the monk Brazilio you must sue," 
whispered Vannina. 

Adelheida, with alarmed enquiry, fixed 
her eyes on the countenance of the speak- 
er, who continued. 

" My Lord the Conte acts but at the in^ 
stigation of his confessor — would his con- 
-fessor were a different man !" 

*' What mean you, Vannina ? how has 
the holy father incurred your suspicions ? 
I suppose his application of Bencvento's 
gallantries—-" 

G 2 ^^No, 
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''No, imy dear yonng mistress, Bene- 
vento has nothing tado with my thoughts." 

" Speak them thei\/' importuned Adel- 
heidn. 

'* I can't tell what I think/' resumed 
Vannina; '* and vet I think Father Bra- 
7ilio5 in spife of all his professions^ is no 
friend to the Siornbr. There's a somethirt«: 
in his eye, which marks deep scrutiny and 
artful observation.'* 

They had now reached the extremity of 
the ramparts, and descried the object of 
their conversation mounting a rocky pass 
on the opposite side of the Metrenv>* 






Yonder goes the Signor," said Van- 
nina; "he has good in his head, I war- 
rant : the Virgin bless him ! See, he 
bends his steps towards St. Romuald. The 
good canon. Father Luitfrido, is ill; aaid 
the attentions of the youthful and the 
healthy are gratifying to the aged and 
infirm.' 

'' Poor 
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Poor Father Luitfrido!** sighed Adel- 
heida ; '' he has drunk of the cup of sor- 
row, even to the dregs.'' 

" And yet he shrinks not," observed 
Vannina ; " he possesses the virtues Father 
Brazilio eatimeratesr If I v^as my Lord 
the Conte, Father Luitfrido should be my 
beadsman; it would be some pleasure to 
confess to him : but to one who possesses 
as many sins as one's self, St Mary fore- 

4 

£end us ! lis little more than subterfuge* 
I have heard the old warder, Ludovico, say, 
he remembers Father Luitfrido coming. to 
the Camaldoli Convent. It was just two ' 
years after the Castle mourned for your 
lady-mother the late Contessa's sister-in- 
law,, the beautiful and unfortunate Mar- 
chesa di Montranzo. Holy St. Maxima^ 
how I should like to have seen it ! — it must 
have been a dismal sight. The great hall 
« was hung with black, and wax tapers, alid 
escutcheons^ and I know not what besides. 
Ludovico says be recollects the Marchesa^ 
the loveliest——" 
/ , c 3 '^But 
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^ 4 

" But Father Luirfrido/' interrupted 
Adelheida. 

*' Ah! truly, lady; Father Luitfrido, 
when he came to St. Roitiuald, seemed 
worn down,, as it were, with sickness and 
sorrow. For two whole years he never 
spoke : many thought he was melancholy 
mad, and many said he had enjoined himr* 
self a severe penance for some very hei- 
nous oHence ; not that I belieTC it ; no, 
no, I wish F was as innocent as the good 
canon. X^f those who are perfect cast 
the first stone, say !. But you are look* 
ing after the Signor, and heed not^bat 
i am relating/' 

Adelheida blushed: her thoughts were 
indeed far from the good canon; they 
irere wandering with Di Rinaldini among 
the wild beauties of the Appennines, as 
her eyes watched his quick-receding fi- 
gure, now, from distance, scarcely distin- 
guishable. She sighed as an intervening 
point totally excluded him from view; 

and. 
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and, again taking the arm of Vannina, 
returned to the low portal that opened 
on the ramparts. 







/ 
/ 
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CHAP. VII. 



Oh, bow this spring of lave resembleth 
Th* uncertain glory of an April day. 
Which now shows all the beauty of the sua. 
And by and by a cloud takes all away ! 

SHAKEfPEARS* 

/ 

The sun was slowly sinking in the* west, 
and its last partial beam of expiring glory 
blushed on (he gothic pan^s of Mon- 
tranzo, as Adelheida^ wrapped in a long 
veil and flowing mantle, crossed the draw- 
bridge, ^nd proceeded towards the chape!. 
The. path was wild and irregular, now tow- 
ering o*ef gigantic rocks, now gradually 
declining into dells, and now fringed with 
aqueous plants, hanging over the rippling 
stream of the Metremo. The picturesque 

prospects. 
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prospects, which, in every direction, sa- 
luted the eye, and claimed the softened 
homage of the soul, soothed not her 
"moping pensiveness:" she walked on, 
tinheedful of the awful grandeur of crea- 
tion ; of the distant roar of the mountain 
torrent; or the monotonous, but plain- 
tive, hum of the " shard-borne beetle." 
Solemn atid gloomy was the approach to 
the chapel : the wind gently waved the 
closely-matted branches of the ivy and 
briony, which hung in light , festoons 
from its Corinthian windows; while the 
ancient arches exhibited a thousand gro- 
tesque and motley figures, requiring only 
the fairy finger of Fancy to magnify into 
being. 

Adelheida paused : a sensation border- 
ing, on fear pressed upon her heart, and* 
bleached her features ; she looked towards 
St. Romualdy now scarcely distinguishable 
f|iom the blue mists of evening, which 
seemed to roU^ in thickening coIumnSf^ 

c 5 over 
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over its sacred spires. *' Happy, happy 
community!" she murmured; '^hallowed, 
blessed asylum, which holds out to the un- 
fortunate 

* A cool sospenae fiom pleasiae andfronv ptin!* 

There no warring passions clash, there no 
obtruding fears threaten the bosom's 
peace/' Di Rinaldini arose to her ima- 
gination ; she breathed a heavy sigh, and 
moved towards the porch : softly she 
pushed open the door ; again she paused, 
for the silence of death seemed to hang: 
around — 

" No pealing oigan's tiriiaating soand. 
No choral virgin's captivating voice,. 
Awoke the soul to ecstasy." 

Dark and sombre were its distant cor- 
ners: the extremity of the nave, marked 
l^y the, waving banners of hostile triumph, 
closed in a low arcade, which the eye now 
soujg^ht in yain to penetrate. On each 
ilijde i^ere shrines and monuments of po^* 
4iifibed marble, emblazoning the date and 

virtiues 



■ 



virtues of the dust they covered, and con- 
veying to after agesi mair's impotent pre- 
sumption. Adelheida started^ as the light 
echo of her footsteps reverberated on the 
tesselated paveftient : and then, smiling at 
her timid fears, with renovated courage, 
traversed the silent resting-place of her 
forefathers. " What can I apprehend >** 
she mentally demanded, approaching the^ 
entablature of her mother's monument; 
^*in life thou wert my protectress, sweet 
saint, and in death will be my guardian.'* 
But not the sanctuary of religion could 
exclude the hparfs soft wanderings ; Adel- 
heida breathed the name of Huberto, and 
every other idea vanished, like clouds be^ 
fore the refulgent luminary of day ^ she 
s$w herself not the object of his aversion, 
but of his love; not slighted, shunned^ 
but acknowledged, adored. Thus,. 

•* Wtope, Itkc the glinifnering taper's light, ' ^ 

Adofn» and cheers the way ; 
And still, as darker grows the nighty' 
toiti a brighter r^y." ^ . , 

c 6 But 
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' But suddenly h«r. delirium ceased; sud- 
denly, like the dissolving visions of a bliss- 
Tul dream, it vanished, and soothed no 
more: she saw DI Rinaldini flying from 
Montranzo; she saw her'future life doomed 
to despair, her bosom rifled of Its peace, 
her heart impressed with a being who 
heeded not her wretchedness; she saw her 
aged father mourning over the grave of 
his expectations; she saw the bright ray 
of bliss excluded, shut out forever; she 
clasped her hands, she shuddered at the 
picture of hopeless love fancy had sketched. 
"I will fly to the altarof my God,*'^she ejacu- 
lated, as Huberto^s intended plan of deser- 
tion pressed, like a sickening spasm, on her 
heart; "yes, at Fossorabrone, in'the con- 
vent of Corpus Domitii, I will take the ir- 
revocable vow; I will fly from ingratitude 
and scorn, from a world of sorrow and of 
trial ; I will offer up to Heayen the ho-' 
mage of a contrite soul ; 1 will forget Di 
Rinaldini, forget my father, forget my- 
s\df. Mother of God! can it be possible ? 
5 * can 



Dl MONTRANZO. 133 

can religicfn obJherate scenes of past bKss? 
can the hearty firm to one pointy efface all 
its weaknesses, all its wishes?" Adelheida 
'felt it could not, and her spirits drooped 
in despondence. Her head sunk upon her 
hand, her cheek grew pale, her eyes filled 
with tears, aitd life itself bore the blank 
•picture of calamity. Softly she arose from 
her knees; softly she crept behind the 
shrine of the Marchesa di Montranzo, for 
•the door of the chapel opened, and a .per- 
son entered the aisle; — it was Di Rinaldini ; 

* her eyes deceived her not; even through 
^ the gloom of twilight, she descried her bo- 
som's lord ^ her heart beat high, the glow 
of inconceivable emotion mantled herfea- 
tures, yet she moved not ; she saw him 
approach the base of the shrine, which 

' screened her from his view ; she saw hinfi 

* le^a dejectedly against it, as his bosoni la- 
boured- with a beavy sigh. The moon- 
beams, darting through the opposite win- 
dow, played upon his features, but they 
wore not the smile of cheerfulness— alas ! 

* no. 
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no, they drooped in the sickly pensive- 
ness of melancholy. 



*<--i 



When again will my dauntless step 
ira^'ei-se this hallowed sanctuary ?'*, he ar- 
ticulated ; '"^ when again shall this sacred 
roof echo the sigh of my complainings? 
Oh, never, never ! to-morrow, and Man- 
tranzo will be beheld no more; to-mor- 
row, and distance will separate me from 
the blessed asylum of my helplessness; 
to-morrow, when yon pale orb of night 
lightens the gloomy path of my wander- 
ings, my benefactor will have breathed 
the invective of ingratitude, and Love 
herself will have pronounced me guilty, 
fiut it is for thee/ Adelbeida, I fly ; it is 
to snatch thee from the possibility of d^» 
gradation. Great Heaven, what a sacrifice 
does honour enjoia! Adelheida, wor- 
shipped idol of my fondest hopes ! Adel- 
heida, sole image of my waking fancy t 
in life will thy blessed form be cherished,, 
in death will thy loved name be breathed T^ 

Ah^ 
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Ah ! where now was the plan of clois* 
tared seclusion ? where now the hun)ble 
calling of a Corpus Dotniiii sister? Adel- 
herda knew herself beloved ; her pulse 
beat high, her spirits danced to the magic 
throb of rapture: breathless, yet alive/ 
she darted from her hiding-place ; and, as 
a speechless, motionless statue, stood re- 
vealed to the eyes of Huberto. Mingled 
were the sensations of anguish and joy 
which pressed upon the senses of our hero. 



-*< Fresher than th^ morning rose. 



I ( 



When the dew wets its leaves ; unstain'd and pure 
As is the lily, o^ the mountain inow,'* 

* 

he beheld Adelheida. Gratitude struggle4 
for a moment ; short was the conflict ; love 
prevailed; his arms were extended to clasp 
the world's joy > and distance and depend- 
ance yi.ete alike forgotten. Adelheida sob- 
bed upon his bosom ; she felt his warm tears 
fall upon her cheek ; she heard bis shorty, 
quick breathing, as, with almost inarticu- 
late eagerness, he poured forth his rap- 
ture. 



186 
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ture. Silence and darkness werf spread 
around ; no envious eye beheld their emo- 
tion ; no listening ear caught the soft vi- 
bration of their sighs; yet might Purity's 
self have witnessed the interview, nor 
trembled for the safety of her vestal child. 

" Promise me, -Huberto/' murmured 
Adelheida, raising her blushing cheek frora 
' the shoulder of her lover, '* in the sight 
of HeaveUi and of the awful gloom which 
surrounds us — promise me, by the sacred 
dust enshrined within this hallowed urn," 
and she pointed to the Parian monument, 
sacred to the memory of her mother, " to 
remain at Montranzo, nor secretly to quit 
its sanctuary. The Conte my father loves 
you; he will bless our choice; he will 
sanction our " 

' She paused — ttnion trembled on her lips,, 
but delicacy checked articulation. 



#« 



No, Lady ; no, Adelheida,*^ exclaimed 

Dl 



£)^ Rinaldini^ whose knee had bent jn si- 
lent reverence before the monumental ta- 
blet of the Contessa; " the Conte Alve- 
rani will curse the destroyer. of his child's 
aggrandizement — of hki own ambition. 
You, too^ may outlive this war of pas^ 
sion; you, too, may despise, hate the 
selfish wretch, who, thinking of himself^ 
regarded not your honour, and doomed 
your noble prospects to obloquy and 
i^corn. No, though I love you beyond 
this perishable world — love you next to 
the lasting preservation, of my own soul- 
love you even to torture, even to an ex- 
cess which mocks my efforts at recital, yet 
would I yield you up ; yet would 1, sooner 
than slur my name with ingratitude, and 
yours with degradation, become an alie- 
nated wanderer, relinquishing my bosom's 
hopes — the heaven of your affection." 
. '' Then I too will fly," said the weeping 
Adelheida ; '^ I will share your dangers _ 
and your sorrows. Yes, Huberto, wretch- 
edness, , want, affliction, shall not. with- 

hold 
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hold me; on the cold ^arfh, defying th^ 
rude blasts of wamng elements, conscious 
of your love, and upheld by your pre- 
sence, I shall feel bliss, compared to lin- 
gering life without you." 

"In a cottage," pursued Di Rirtaldini, 
catching her enthusiasm, " we will steaf 
the rich balm of bli^^ we will shut out 
the noisy cares of intruding — ■• — But the 
Conte," shuddering, "the — the^-world.*' 

•*My father will receive us/* whispered 
Adelheida ; " and for the world ■ ■ *' 

" We will be the world to each other/' 
concluded Huberto, yielding, for a mo- 
ment, to the sweet delirium. 

The full moon rode in the heavens, as 
Di Rinaldini and. Adelheida retraced the 
path to the Castle. 

The interview closed not in the subver- 
sion of his principles, but in his promise 
to continue an inmate of Montranzo, in 
his determination of unfolding their mu- 
tual 
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tiial difficulties and wishes to his counsel- 
lor and friend^ the canon of St. Romuald^ 
and yielding to the guide of his experi- 
ence. 

'' Farewell V* whispered Adelheida, 
pausing at the fo0t of the great staircase ; 
" remember your promise." 

Huberto silently raised her passive 
hand to his lips^ and she hastened to her 
own apartment. Breathless^ with a thou- 
sand contending, emotions^ she sank upon 
a couch^ and to the eager solicitations of 
Vannina, confessed the revolution in her 
expectations. 



*' Oh blessed, blessed day !" articulated 
the delighted girl : '* my sweet young mis-^ 
tress, my beloved lady, will be happy ; 
and the Signor too — rWhat signifies bir^h 
^nd riches? the. Signor has a noble heart, 
and that is better than a mint of gold — * 
the Signor will droop no more, the Signor 

will 
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\nll be happyy we shall all be happy to* 
gether!" 

.''The Virgin grant it!** fervently aspi- 
rated Adelheida^ whose hopes all centred 
in th^ known affection of her father. 

"But should tny Lord the Conte resist 
your entreaties^ should he see with other 
eyes/' fearfully interrogated Vannina, 
'f what then must be done?'* 

'' Why then/* rejoined Adelbeida, with 
a heavy sigh, '' the convent of Corpus 
Domini shall be my refuge, the close of 
my earthly hopes, the calm havenr of my 
future serenity.'* 

. Vannina turned pale:-r-"M6lberofGod!** 
she ejaculated; " the convent of Corpus 
Domini ! the heiress of Montranzo be- 
Con;ie 2l nun ! cut off that beautiful hair, 
veil that .beautiful face, in the frightful, 
hideous disguise of a Corpus Domini sis- 
ter! The evangelical saints revoke the 
barbarous sacrifice ! And the Signor, 
Lady; what is to become of the Sig- 

uor?" ^ , 

^^ Vannina, 
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'' Vanmiia, if you loye, torture me no 



more-" 



" If I love!" repeated 'the affectionate 
girl ; and her flowing tears marked her 
wounded feelings^ '' oh Signora !" 

'' Pardon me, 'my tender friend," said 
Adelheida, extending her hand, 

*' Pardon you !" snatching the peace- 
offering, and raising it to her lips/ *' the 
Lady Adelheida supplicate pardon of her 
poor handmaid ! But, my sweet mistress," 
still grasping her band, and looking im^ 
ploringly in her face, '' do, for the love 
of mercy, do give up this scheme of liv- 
ing death. Think, whemall shall be over ; 
when your eyes shall wander around a 
little dark Cell, decorated with crucifixes 
and human skulls; when the long night 
through shall be passed in kneeling, and 
prayer, and penance, and mortification ; 
think how all the fine promises of the sis- 
terhood will fade away; how all their holy 
raptures, their religious ecstacies, their pi- 
ous bliss, their heaven of rest, will dwin- 
dle. 
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die. Oh Lady ! melancholy, despair, and 
remorse, will ensue ; melancholy, because 
you will exist in continual gloom ; de- 
spair, because your fate will be hopeless; 
and remorse, because every day you will 
infringe upon your vow, by suffering your 
thoughts to fly beyond your prison's bond* 
age/' 

''From whence gained you this know- 
ledge, Vannina?" demanded Adelheida. 

*' From expeiicnce, Signora': I have an 
uncle who is gardener to the convent of 
Corpus Domini ; and when my mother 
died, and my father, God forgive him ! 
married again, through his interposition, 
T gained admittance, as a kind of hdmble 
attendant on the pious sisterhood/' '- 

^' And there/* interrupted Adelheida, 
'^ you derived the benefits of education ?" 

"Yes, Lady; for which I shall ever feel 
grateful: and there also,*' with animated 
fervour, " I formed the resolution never 
to become a^iun." 

''Upon 



m MQNTRANZO^ H3 

"Upon what grounds?" again ques- 
tioned Adelheida. 

'' Upon the grounds of nature and con- 
viction/' replied Vannina: '^within the 
walls of Corpus Domini^ I saw so much 
frightful remorse, so many tortured hearts^ 
and so many innocent sacrifices^ that 
though the law may divorce the body 
from the world, I feel assured it holds no 
jurisdiction over the mind; nor can all 
the saints in the calendar keep that from 
wandering/' 

" Fie, Vannina ! you are ah absolute 
unbeliever, and an apostate to the faith." 

^' No, Signora, I am a true believer; and 
that is better than a zealot. It is not be- 
cause the pious sisters affirm that a life of 
holiness, faith, and prayer, acquired by 
taking the sacred veil, shuts out for ever 
the wilder passions of the soul, and,4urns 
to true devotion and unmurmuring con* 
tent the wedded spouse of Heaven, that 
gains ray^ credence: no, here's this little 

reliquary, tied round my neck by the 

hand 
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hand of the mother superior of Corpus 
Domini herself, the very last time I visited 
my poor old father at Fossombrone, as a 
sure spell against the lusts of the flesh and 
the pride of human vanity ; and yet, a few 
days after, to my shame too, 'twas the vi- 
gil of St. Benedict, in spite of this very 
reliquary, I bought of Benevento, my 
Lord the Conte's page; this pretty 
topknot of silver ribbon, ^ for— for — a 
kiss." 

Adelheida struggled to repress a smile; 
and, gazing dn the heightened colour of her' 
confused attendant, observed, "That reli- 
quary, Vannina, is not a sovereign spell 
against evil thoughts, nor will it, of itself, 
ward from the wearer the shafts of sin : no, 
its being a pledge of a virtuous friend's re- 
membrance, constitutes it an Incentive to 
good: for surely, when the eye rests 
upon it, memory, wandering back to the 
revered donor, must stamp it a precious 
talisman to rectitude, through the emu- 
lation of her example." 

*' Well," 






"Well/' is^id Vannins^ artlessly, .*^ I 
shall never look at thjs reliquary itfitbou^ 
thinking of the silver topkpot."- 

" Prpceed with youjr story, ray good 
girl," said Adelheidai smjiing. 

"My story is soon told, STignara^'lgyfi 
sumed Vanflina: "at thirteen; my rao^hf^r; 
in-law died ; and ray father, . grief-^vprtt 
and dejected, sent for me to Fossombrone,. 
where I,^ept his house, and comforted 
him in alJ his soirows, and, nyrsed.him ia 
air his sickness. Well, he- was yery kjntl, 
and, very , indulgent : but before ,eighi 
months were at qn ynd, he took, it into 
his head to marry again ; and Ij not ml- 
ling to stay at home; arid not ov^ivanxious 
to return to Corpus Domini, offered my 
servfces to my Lord, the Conte Alverapi'^ 
housekeeper, and was hired to attend on 
you, my Lady, ft has b^ij. a joyous ser- 
vitude, tp pie ; aml,h^ppy shall I rbe„if— 
But hairj^l the::8^per.b^l^;». and- she 
sn«|cM «p a lighjt.-^d .preceded AdeK 
he^da into the cowidor. ' 

yot. I. „ 
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' bn reaching the extremity, a gust of^ 
^rad, blowing through a casement, which 
the page Benevento had left open, in the 
jjassage leading to the Conte's anticham- 
ber, extinguished the lamp. Vaiinina pro- 
pdseci returning; but Adelheida, taking 
her atm, a«d gropitig her way against the 
Wall, proceeded towards the apartment of 
h^r father. 

. •' We can get it lighted there," she ex- 
claimed; and, pausing at the door of the 
library, was about to kno(5k for admit- 
tance, when the voice of the monk Bra- 
zilio made her start. 

•' Let the boy go," he exclaimed, 

''It would be impolitic," dbscrvcd the 

Contfc. 

: 

. i 

Adelheida tremble^^: het-. heart whis- 
pered Di Ritialdini- the subject of the con- 
ference : she blushed at -thus clandiestindy 
fiflitig the secrets of her father, 'fit she 

feU ttnablc to move; htr ftct seemed ri- 
. vetted 



m MaNTRANze. H7 

vMied to the spot; she ccosld scarcely 
breathe. 

" You sfcart bbstacIes/V relorted the 
friar, '' because your heart is interested 
m his favour.**- 

*' True ;i I love him/* was the reply. 

''And would yield to their mad 
schemes/' with a sarcastic sneer. " 'Tis 
evident they love. But marriage—" and 
bis voice sunk into a whisper^ 

^ The rieply was lost. 

"I tell you. Conte," again broke forth 
: Father Brazilio, " it never shall be ; I in- 
teiidict it; you know my power; be sub- 
missive/' 

" But why not?" demanded the Conte; 
''give but a substantial reason, and I 
yield.'* • 

' ''My pleasure/' firmly pronounced the 
monk. 

^ ^ Again 
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Again tihe voice died away.i > ^ ' 

'^ But if he should persist in soliciting 
permission to quit the Casde,'' questioned 
Alwrani, '* what then?.*' .i . 

" Why then," replied tTve friar. ^^ let 
him.^0 V and/' An a voice oflHornd imjjprf, 
' fae coneladed^ ^^ the* demons oC darkness 
^rant he never return ! •« • 

*' Never, father! .never !" . 

*'No; yonrgafoty^ and.my**— ^"^ 

Adelheida heard do more; oionriwhis- 
perin^ succeeded ; and, almost convulsed 
Vifh the aculeness of her feelings, she 
clun^ to .the arm of the as nearly*agitalcd 
Vanmna^ and returned to lier,owncha»« 
ber. 

" Oh tady !" whispered Vai>nina, ahu*-' 
ting the door, and looking fearfully arQutld, 
^^ that monk must be one of the .demons' 
imps, or he never could talk so shockmgljr. 

The 



\ 
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The Virgin shield the .poor Signer 1 Wish 
him never to return ! a vile, wicked, cant- 
™S hypocrite ! He pre9x:h homilies upon 
charity ! he give exoi^diiims upon Christian 
wtues! Bati, blessed St. Rosolia, how 
j^ale you look ! and your cheeks, dear> 
«weiet Signora^ your cheeks are as white 
as-^asr— my best holiday suit!'* 
. * 

Ade!heida breathed a heavy stgh: tKc 
newly-discovered acknowledgment pf the 
n)onk'^ hatred towards the unoflfendiiig 
Huberto^ filled her with dismay. The fre- 
quent and mysterious conferexH^s which 
he had held with the Conte, her father, 
were diN'e^ija^ed ; nought remained^ save 
the threatened horro? of her, lover's re- 
moval from Montranzo ; and as that 
pressed upon her mem.or)^, the denunoia- 
tion of the mon^L^s wr^th rang like a death* 
jeai ixt her ear;. •* Never return T' she 
ejaculated, as a bncst of tears succeeded; 
aod ere Vannina could administer the 
drops she had hastened to procure^ i^ lovr 

E S knodc^ 
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knock at the antichamber door ahiroiinced 
an intruder; and, a moment after, the 
voice of Benevento summoned her to the 
s6pper-board, 

"i cannot go/* sobbed Adelheida ;/' I 
would spare my eyes, this night, the sight 
of Father Brazilio." 

■' Not go !" rejoined Vannina : "what 
; then will become of the Signor, left, as it 
,\Vere, in the power of his .enemies?" 

''His enemies, Vannina!" 

''Ah, too surely are they, Signora : the 
monk hates him, and my Lord the Conte 
doei^ not dictate his own actions/^ 



.J 



Again a heavy sigh burst trom the sorr 
rowing heart of Adclheida. 

- • - . ' ' " : /. 

''^rf I might advise. Lady,— ^'^ 

" Speak on, my good girL" 

*' Pardon my presumption," taking her 

hand ; " but, if 1 might advise *' 

" Well, Vannina/' 

'^You, my de*r' mistress, tvould upset 

all 
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aU their plans, by marrying the Signer 
Huberto, and-— — " « 

^' Marry Iltiberto !'* inlerrupted Adel- 
heida; ■' marry him !" and a burniag 
bkislvsu^used her features* ^a i 

'• *^*'Y^; maf^y the Signor Huberto," re- 
jilied Vancffia, *' and confess it to irty 
Lord afterwards: he, I am sure, would 
forgive, receive^ and bless you both at 
once ; and for the friar, not-aU his artifice 
cart annul the cereniof^y.". .,.\ i \' 

" But 'tis so precipitate aiid so unda- 
trfuV.'* 

* < • 

'' Not at all precipitate," pursued the 

> '^ • . ' 

adviser, " knowing how long you ti^rt 
lov^d ; and a9to undutiful, why nece^ty 
V^ni ser all that even. '*^ ■ ' 



The heart of Adelheida too readily ac^ 
quiesced in the docfckie of her attendant ; 
and ere a^' second summons obliged her to 
quit her apartment, the sophistry, of love 
left no plea unjustified. 

a 4, Silent 



'^ -Sjfent am) melancholy was the even* 
ing repast : the Conte appeared lost in 
thought; Di Rinaldini locked in his o^n 
iib6traclio«i ; Adclheida too wretched ft 
counterfeit to support the vivacit}vshi^ had 
assumed ; and th« monk too observant to 
admit: of the slightest interconirse between 
the loveiss^.. 

. . . I 

. .The tikrtet^clock striWng eleven, was 
the signal for Adelheida's quitting the sar* 
kKm: alone jhe lingered on the stairs, 
until the well-known ^footstep of he^ lover 
:«tni6aneed his approach } 4tid |tben> in the 
Mufi; quick trepidations of. mo4esty» wbis^ 
pcared, V Meet nie> Huberto, in the on^ 
tory, after the Confe and Feather 3niziUp 
have separated for the night/* 
- '**Iwilh Signohi; but what neW oc£tir- 
rence makes this expedient necessary ?" :i 
. 'f All there shall be expiained/' replied 
Adelheida, and fled. • 

CHAP. 
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I 

CHAI*. VUI. 

Itove ftignt ft Tcrf tymnt io their hcirtt $: 
Attended on his throne hy ill his guard 
Ot furious wishes^ feus, and ni^e stt^picions; 

The Ca$tl^ \y3s buried ia deathlike sileiKej^ 
when th€ lovei^ stood on the marble step 
of the s^tar. Di Rinaldlni^ horrpr-struck^ 
listened tOr the recital pf Adelheida: it wao^ 
^vident the, Cpnte dared not outstep th^ 
prescribed limits oi his qpnfesspr^ but how 
solve the mystery of Father Brazilio's.ba'r 
jtred, ? tb^t, ali^s I bafflod ail) hi&^ att^nipts*. 
Confp^.nd^d^ disjtre^sed^. he ki^ew i^ot what 
pf pui^su^ vihen t^ s^fti Ypl<:e pf Adel*- 
Vida whifqpeyed— "'' th^e cw^n ol ^% Ita- 
iau9l4.'* 



V 
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" Yes," exclaim^ Hiiberto, '' ere the 
sun shall have exhaled the dews o^ night, 
I will hasten to the^ convent, supplicate his 
counsel, and " 

*^ Be guided by his decision," concluded 
Adelheida. 

Di Rinaldini promised. 

« • 

♦ • • • • 
^ Farewell, then !" she murit^ured, as 

he led her to the door of the oratory ; and, 

softly stealing through the corridor, they 

retired to their respective apartments. 

' Long and sleepless were the hours des- 
tined for repose ; noi for a moment Codld 
Di Hinaldini forget his perplexhies; and 
when the faint hue of morn dappled the 
eastern horizon— when the lark,. '* day's 
harbinger," flung to the gale her joy our 
song, he arose from his uneasy couch, and, 
by a loW portal in the outer n^mpaift of 
the Castle, ''Vj[6itted Mohtran^o. Hastily 
he pressed N through the .intar\gling tinder- 
wood. 



wood, and ascending a lofty ridge of 
rocks, whose tremendous acclivity formed 
one side of the defile, or vista, closing in 
the distant towers of St. Romuald, bent 
liis steps to its sacred edifice. The varie- 
gated hues of creation glittered ^yitha 
thousand beauties; the' sun played on th^ 
sparkling foam of innumerable torrents, 
and reflected over the sombre gloom of 
'the forest the roost vivifyiiig rays. Clothed 
with evergreen oak, fir, beech, pine, and 
- chestnuts, the green base of the moun- 
tains rose in gradual swells; then tower-* 
ing into grartdeur; hung in craggy points^ 
or huge masses of bazzotani, granite, an^ 
basaltes; from whbse clefted sides the 
pendent birch tntngled its branches with 
the clustering brushwood, and variegated" 
shrubs. Here and' there, the agile chamofsj, 
culling the thymey herbage, skipped, itt . 
* playful gambols, fro^m rock to rock, fear- 
less of pursuit, and heedless of dangen 
Lost, entranced, Di Rinaldini for a mo- 
ment paused ; in every moss-dad -excava* 

' . H 6 liODi^ 
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^fioii, ia every shehirig steeps in : every 
^Idrtely defile, in every intersected asceiU^ 
liie traced the wonder-working finger of 
itbe divine Architect; and hh hearty swell- 
ing in grateful h<mua^e, turaed all i|s 
'ithoiights to Heaven. The distant tinkling 
iof the matin ^11 xQcalk^ tp memory tl>e 
;^bjett of bis vi^t. For a moment his 
eyes' lingered oh the western tower of 
iiM'ontmnzo, an th^ well-known casement 
'^of iLdelfaeida> >^Iitt'ering in the sparkling 
suntbe^^ns : he rushed forward : the soft 
' accestis of his beloved seemed to repi*oach 
ills aelay: the dappled d^isy^ the azurf- 
' down canopaiHiIa shrank not beneath lys 
^tread ; light as the roe> he bounded frbfi 
. ipoijDt to pdint^ nor paused till the dee^ 
reyerberations of St. Romudd's bell echo^ 
to his vigorQUS puU« 

■* ' ' ■ ■ <* . " 

*' I wMiId speak to the canon,** replied 
/ JDi Ritialdini to the demand of the porter. 

^' Then you must wait« SJgnor, for Tar 
ther JLtiitfrido is engagjqd with the holy 

brotherhood 
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brotherhood in the chapel. 'Ehe matii) 
<>hime has newly ceased^ If you go to 
.tjbe refectory, at the close of thtir devO"» 
tion, the fathei^—" 

'' Tis' Father Lukfrido I wotiW see, and 
ftd^ne/' interrupted Huberto. ^ 

Piein, jSignor,'* rejoined .the porter, 

yp^ know y pur, >vay through the clois^ 
4ers; piroceed tp,the cell of the good car 
non,. fi^d,:^yo"r conference \yill meet with 
no interruption, 






I* 



. ♦ ^' 



. Di Qip^tdiui fello^fd the direc^tion' of 
the pprter; ju^d^ se^teji on the low har^ 

jcpH^ ofj^yi^ iiapftk, ^wailed his app^if- 

- iuifie. phfi^^K ,iP JM: very i?^ll,, W % 

Ij^n^fi to, the imld counsels and piaus.^Xf 

•hortati(^s of his instructor — oXten> for in 

]lhpvClpjs,ter of the CataaldoH con^^nt had 
his i^ore pictured, years jceceived ^he fitiis]|;ih 
ing strokes of educa^tion^ \^ he, tr^ce^ 
vith Father Luitfrida> t^e. trac;t.af science; 

Jiad* he 'trodden the erudite paths of phi* 

^ophy, ^v§ry J^x^^r^^ f>evis^,; ey^ijr 

insignificant 
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insignificfint ocrtirrence of juvenile folly 
remembered. '* Excellent,. worthy Mentor 
of my inexperience! bright pattern i>f 
moi-ality and virtue!" he ejn(:ulated, as 
hiemory faithfully delineated the tender* 
ness, the indulgence, the almost paternal 
forbearance, of the canon ; " blessed with 
such a benefactor as the Conte Alverani, 
with such a guide as Father Luitfrido, dare 
I ^tyle, dare I think myself unfortunate ?'* 

The sound of footsteps severed the 

thread of his reverie; he looked up, the 

canon stood at the entrance of the cell, 

For a moment, the strong 'tefxpl'ession of 

despondence fled his cqre-Wdtn' features, 

and yielded to pleasure and surprise. 

'* Welcome, my son!*' he aftfculatcd ; 

""but virherefore at this early hoinr do /I 

behold you ? what pursuit kads you this 

morn to Sf. Romuald?'-^ 

•' ''This morn, father ?** ' ' ' 

' ''Yes, msmorti/* felfered Fath&r Luit-^ 

frido: '*it is a memorablig''i^oril'to me. 



•1*1. 



crn 
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a morn !n which I woufdfeigti^ Aun Joy ; 
but you have stolen upon my sorrows, my 
esteemed young friend^ and in yourpre- 
sencey like a beam fripm heaven, does it 
dart athwart my senset.^ . N©V^ again 'tis 
fled!.. Jesu- Maria!** raising, his clasped 
bands, '^^his.ts the morn of St. HonoriS*$ 
fc^ttvil I" / 

. His fe^tiires became convulsed, bis eyes 
sii^flTused in tears ; he raised them with w;Jd 
horror to the face of Huberto, started, ex* 
tended his arms, murmured the name of 
Fhrentini, and ^ suiik^ shuddering, on « 9 
seat, f • 



* : « • 



' Di Rinaldini, sympathizing,, ^lisfnaye^^ 
took the hand of the canon ; soiUv he 
hinted, his apprehensions for. his healthy 
so^ftly he whispered the necessity for com- 
posure. 



- 1 



i€ 



My health,** repeated the reltgieu», 
with a bitter smile ; *^ alas ! my son, health 

survives 
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-survives f'he'boMm's peace. Seasons have 
changed/ yeiii^ have rolled away^ misery 
remains i)tiai[tef0d, yet does health mocic 
its inroads. This day, this festival of St. 
Honor^/^ i^iffii sol€m^n energy;- "is »regiiA 
tered the sad in^orial oF aflliciriaiii's blrib^; 
and to-morrow, mereiAil ♦Providence •? to^ 
morrow's the anniversary of all I e'er 
knew of bliss." 

*''I will go, fatheri I will returnf'to 
Montranzo," said Huberto: '^^ pardon, the 
Interruption J alas ! L knew nat,; that, ia 
folIoWtng the pressing instances of mj 
iieart, I was intruding upon the solitary 
indulgence of my preceptor's sorrows. '^ 

• *' Oh ! go not^ my beloved, my eycel- 
lent pupil,.*^ implored Father Luitfrido ; 
*^ st»y> and steal me from the remeoi^ 
l>rance of those sorrows ; cheat xne uit^ 
peace> by making me instrumental tOryour 
felicity. The Lady Adelheida — ^^ah^i. y^ 
start, your cheeks flush crimson; have I 
touched the; chords yesr; ^liil c}oe8. it vi- 
Incite, Believe me.. *tip ^iA«W: i9C»Y9r]f^ 
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-rto incitement of surprise ; long hzve I 

read. the struggle: in the panegyrics of 

boyi^ fondness, I foresaw your grov^ing 

passion^ I trembJed for your future peace, 

"lYau love the Signoij?, with more thaa a 

brother*4i fondness love her, and ishe be- 

tholds you not with the calmness of a 

lister/' , ^ 

'^ Aid me with your counsels/' implored 
Di Rinaldiifi: '' I love Adelheida ; ah^ 
Heaven know^ with what adoration, with 
what frantic fet-vour, I- lo\e her !' but my 
honour, father, my hoT^our ! teach ine to 
pre$enre that — Adeiheida , is tke heiress of 
my beeefadtor.**' :. • j. v 

^f^'True/^ observed the mdnk; ''butAdeU 
beida is disinterested^ Adelheidi ^vakies 
the soul of vortb> Adelheida would be 
the mild rewarder of merit." 

. VOh^my friend \" mortnured Hubert©. 

^ ^ Interrupt me tioi>'* pursued 'the* ca«- 

non : " Nature is eternal ; not the clois* 

ter's austerities, not the monkish cowl, 

<mk exclude hee dictates. 'lis true, .the 

- Conte 
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'Confc Akerani snatched 3'ou from obscu-' 
rity, placed you in afflutnce^ in splendor; 
.hut in giving 5'ou education^ he also gave 
you a mind to estimate virtue. With the 
'thoifghtlessnes*; of a prodigal^ he placed 
perrection before your eyes; one soul 
actuated Huberto and Adelheida; and that 
>hev were not hlind^. must be attributed I0 
his want of foresight, not their dishonour/' 

"Oh, farher, with what .pleiasiitg, dan* 
ig^rous sophistry; do you seek to steal from 
my heart' the pang Qf ingratitude !*V 

" No, no, young man,'* :^Qo.phaticaIIy 
resumed the canon^ '* it is not my pro^ 
vinc^ to gloss over vice; did I> suppose 
^*oU criminal^ Iworild renouset— r-^I see 
Toii iinfortuttaitd^" in a fiofti^ned voiced 
f' and I uphold/ Bat tell ine the tale of 
your present exigence ; lei nie hear how 
yea have been betrayed inlo' a disclosure 
of your passion, ^nd their we unaydetise 
some plan for action/' 

Di Rinaldini's eyes bent beiieath hisL in- - 

quisitor\ 
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qnisitor's, as hr dwelt on the painful strug- 
gles his heart had so long maint^ined> on 
the fhoQsand nameless proofs of the reci- 
procal love of Adelheida : the scene in the 
oratory, his determination \o fly, his re- 
quest for permission, the Conte's refusal, 
his vi$it t<^ the" chapel, 'and the momentary 
lapse of duty, were alike revealed. The 
canon listened with almost breathless at- 
tention : but y^hen Huberto spoke of Fa- 
ther Bra?J]io^ hatred ; when he recited the 
conversation overheard by Adelheida and 
Vannina the evening before, he v'.><wted. 
from his seat, carefully secured the door 
of his cell, and desired hfm again to re«- 
p6»t ii: A livid ^lateness overspread the 
countenance of the good father, as^ he Its*^ 
tened to'Ybe viinKcttve ixialice of the friar« 
'' HU power !'^ he ejaculated, as Dt Rinal- 
cKni ^nsedi '^ he ititeirdicts it. Merciful 
Providence! Hvhat is W^ poWer tornh^V* 
^^ Yourii^ faflier ?*' eagerly demanded 
Huberto. 
• ' - "Proceed, 



lU 
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'' Rrocced, my son," r*joitied the c^r^ 
non, evading- the enquiry ; " I feaf the 
roonk Brazilio is a siiirul/ the Conte AKer 
rani a weak man : let me hear alU i^sl my 
conclusion should be rash.** 

. " Alas ! I ,have nothing further tn ndis* , 
close," replied I>i Rinaldini, '' ^ave the 
de&ire I still ppssess 6f (light: my heart 
reproachfes tnt when I behold the Contej 
and feels as though it. could ^aerifice every- 
bqpe to hispKsice: but s^Iy doe^ it misf. 
give me, sadly; does tny heroism faili in the 
prese«Kf^ of A^elh^ida ! " 

- '^ You tcanld doubtless id^p^t then from, 
Sti Rom wild/' jQ^ltfery«4 |b4 .canqn, '^ mA 
avoid at ostoe ;4eat{ttati<tn aii4 S0)f<«y^ 
proacH ?" ■.".!' ;'-.-* '« ^ • '.... • .-. • 

'' Wbat, father/' ffearifciUy questio^necL 
Hubertd^ " and never mote brhpl$l A^l- 
h^ida ? Reme^mb^r 2my pron^ipe-rr^ | |^ 
dare 9iOt fprC&itmy honour >Xa h^^."^:/. 

; '^ 'SkHiner wpuld you ^ftay*. aq^, forfeit it 
to the Conte?" . . . ( 

''Death 
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'V* Death and torture !'* artictilaled; Di 
'ftrnatdini/ starting 'from his l»eat, and 

. qukkly pacing the Gc]}/ ^ ^ 

• • • • ' ... 

F^i^her LuitfHdo attea^ivety observed 
bfim : he traced in his expres^^ive ftiatures 
the' varying. eiih(JN^i» of hit ' ^airl :; he saVr 
oile Mouient ;the tkte ^f tenderness; over- 
powering, subduing; he saw the next^ 
duty^ hono^ir, . like an invincible barrier^ 
rising si^peribr to. ev^ry :wsakn<ess; • Sad* 
denlyihe jiattsed. . • I ;. . > . r - 

''* You havfe' oonqnered^ falhier," he ex- 
daimed, his davk^eyes irradiating the beam 
x>ricansdoiifi Tecti^e ij •' giratitiide. is «my 
first claim^^ and imdioation, nature, Jo^> 
sh^U be, sacrjficSed ta ite dictates; ' I will go 
^ from the convent, I will return nd mpre 
Ip MoQCcaifsp : ^t v^ Adelheida- — '* 
his Yoide, fftUered); " t0 yoij, ftlhc^rj*' 
.with reiiQya^d iqf4iw4p* " I -w-trusit ;lhe 
di^clo^urey ph !if y<jm feave lever «lo vedrr-f 
[' If J ihaViB cyer loved! :i:ruel jfeoyt 
.. interrupted 



$» 
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iDtemipted the cafUDnt: '*' yes, I; have 
loved; I have adored. * To-morrow v^to 
the epoch which crowned that adoration ; 
to-morrow, and four-and* twenty years have 
revolved since die altar i>ancti/ied a blissrul 
uoion. Three years' after* ** shuddering, 
^f this day, this iestival of Sit Honoir^, saiwr 
roe cursed, saw me an alien and a.wtretch. 
But no more, Hubertoj I have probed 
your heart, and find it not wanting; inte- 
grity is its master • passion : .had;I.a daugh- 
ter, proud should I be in. such a son. No- 
ble, disinterested, excellent youth, par- 
don affection^ subterfuge !. Honour ren- 
ders you eqA)aI, nay, superior to Alvei^ni; 
you: mast Bot go ; 70U. must remain at 
Montranrd; you mnist:wed Adelbeida/' 

•^ t^-^-I-r-wed Adelheida ! > Almighty Pow- 
ers' ! know you what yoit say ?" ' 

" Yes, my son ; tb-night I will see the 
maiden ; and if her heart beats iir nntson 
with yoiir's, I will sanctify the rites ;6f 
love. The monk Brazilib's power yields 
to mine; and* when you shall 'announce 

. your 
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your marriage, let the Conte Alverarii de— 
lYiand my reasons." 

Ere hi Rihaldini quitted the feonveht,, 
to avoid suspidoTi, it was arranged, that 
Adelheida, at the close orf everting, should 
repair to the chapel Di Montranzo, where 
the canon was to await her ; there the con- 
ference \yas to take place, and there the 
fate of the loVers was to be determtnedi. 

With a heart lightened of half its sor- 
rows, Huberto returned to the Castle r his 
morning's ramble was unnoticed, the eye 
of suspicion slumbered; the Conte, after 
the arrival of his confessor, re.tired with 
him to the library ; and, with delighted 
rapture, he disclosed to Adelheida the ap- 
pointment he had made, and the auspicious 
conclusion of his visit to the canon. 

A burning blush mantled the cheeks of 
the maid; her eyes bent beneath the glow- 
ing 
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ing ardour of her Jover's gaze> as^ wtb a 
seraphic smile, she articulated^ "Trust me, 
I will not fail." 
• " When the sun ;5ink9 behind the. moun- 
tain; I will await you at the Ipw portal 
which opens from the * ramparts/' said Di 
Rinaldinl. 

Adelheida waved her hand in token of 

•* • • 

assent, a»d fled from the ball. 



CHAP. 
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V 



CHAP. IX. ' 

Obniinicd l«vc! thj baid shitt owoi 

Whca two congenial Miib niiice> 
Thy golden chiint inUid with downjt^ 
Tb J lunpi with hetv'n^s own splendor bri^t 

LAiroHonirii 

***\ 

It came t>*er hu sonl is doth the thunder^ 

Whilst distant jet> with ah unexpsicted bursty 

It threats the trembling ear* MAtotr* 

y 

CaiLtiNG was the breeze^ vrhich^ lingering 
bver the fich blossoms of the pomegr^^ 
nates^ bent the heads of the. dusky cy-^* 
pi?ess> and dairkened the path of the lovers^ 
as they struck into the forest> to avoid the 
observation of the inmates of the Castle. 
The golden splendor of the sky bad faded 
VOL, t. t into 
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into gloom, the brilliant star of evening 
twinkled over worlds unknown, as they 
reached the ivy-mantled walls of the cha- 
pel. Father Luilfrido, true to his appoint- 
ment, met them in the porch : he spoke 
not, but grasping the hand of Adelheida, 
led her up the ji^ve. She felt his tremble, 
as he approached the monument of the 
Marchesa di Mon^tranzo^-^old as the 
clammy kue of death was his touch. 
Shuddering, he stopped — *' My children," 
he articulated, *' here,' in the sight of my 
God, and of your God — herQ, before the 
hallowed shrine of Heaven's angel, I^ pro- 
mise to befriend, to aid you ; pour out 
then the secret wishes of your souls ; tell 
me your hopes of blm, and soften my 
moiiien ts of torture .•' Adelhtida — Hur 
berto, hung on the lips of each, as, wit}> 
clasped hands, they bent their ktiees be* 
fore the canon. He threw his arms around 
them; he yielded, for a moment, to the 
agony of remembrance : " Yes, such were 
my prospect^,** be murmured j '' such the 

dawn 
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dawn of. felicity; but bitter was the cup 
oif fate — bitter— Father of Mercy ! 'twas 
thy band which dealt the blow." Sobbing, 
almost convulsed, he turned from them, 
and impressed his lips on the ice-cold 
marble. " Leave me, happy, chose» 
lovers," he at length resumed ; " this 
night I give to reflection ; to-morrow, 
ere the matin-bell shall have chimed, in- 
vested with the sacred power of my calling, 
I will awaif you at the aTtar,. and join hands 
where hearts have long been one." 

During the walk to Montran^o, it was 
a^eed, that Vannina should be intrusted 
with the secret of the intended marriage; 
nay,' should attend Adelheida to the cha* 
pel, and witness the pure faith of their 
plighted vows. The disclosure of the 
clandestine step to'^ the Conte Alverani, 
was an .after cons}deration> and was to ht 
left to the promised exertions of the canon. 

- - » . 

• , .- 

With a heart lightened of the heavy 

I S weight 
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weight of woe, &^d featijrcs beaming the 
pure senenity of a conte^ted mind, Adel- 
heida arose .with the morning^s sunbeam 
from 'her couch of down^ and, attended 
by Vannina, repaired to the chapel. She 
felt no pang for her breach of duty ; she 
loved her father, yet she knew him' Weak: 
it was the monk Brazilio, not the Conte, 
she sought to deceive — the monk Brazilio, 
who fatally swayed the every action of her 
parent, and whose dreaded influence <;on- 
demned her to the necessity of excluding; 
him her confidence — the monk Brazitioj 
who h^d sworn enmity to Di Rinaldini^ 
who had said the union never should take 
place : her heart, consequently, acquitted 
]her of intentional disobedience, and she 
pictured pardon and happiness when her 
marriage should be revealed. But though, 
with the light grace of a hamadryad^ she 
had tripped along the rocky passes of the 
mountain wilds, the sight of Father Luit^ 
frido, in his sacerdotal robes, awaiting her 
at the altar^ filled her bosom with un* 

known 
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"known dread — with foreboding apprehen- 
sion. Trembling she clung to the arm of 
Vannina, her lovely countenance assuming 
the pale semblance of death. Huberto 
flew to Support her. ** Life of my life/* 
he , ejaculated, as he snatched her to hi? 
wildly-throbbing heart, "what means this 
alarming agitation ? Oh, Adelheida !'* 
gazing, with melanfcholy, touching, wistful 
. sorrow, on her pensive features,- *' at such 
a time ^ this^ your tears agonize my 
fiouK*^ 

'• lYust me, they are tears of Joy,** mur* 
mured Adelheida, as, with a seraphic 
smile, she taised hef head from his shoul- 
der, and e:x tended her hand; "yes, Di 
Rinaldini, they are tears which disgrace 
not the eyes of your wife/' 

'*^ My v^ife J rapturous anticipation!"* 
'whisper^ Huberto, leading her to th^ 
altar : ^ my own, i»y adored Adelheida,. 
never shiill yoiir grateful, happy, chosen 
kusband forget this assurance/* 

J 3 Adelheida 



Adelheida pressed his hand in silent ac- 
knowledgment ; andj banishing every vain 
terror, wieh weil^xerted fortitude, lis- 
tened to the solemn rites of marriage, aikl 
plighted her vow to the lord of her se- 
cret aflTections. The ceremony closed, and 
the pledge of her faith, a ruby, placed 
upon the finger of the bride, she received 
the cono[ratulation^ of the canon and 
Vannina; whilst Di Rinaldini^ folding her 
in his arm$, and kissing her burning cheek, 
exclaimed, '' Now am I blessed indeed! 

T 

mine, • irrevocably -mine, sweet, tender, 
beloved idol of my heart's worship ! no 
torturing fear can henceforth disturb my 
quiet, secure in the constancy, the truth, 
the affection of my wife." 

* * 

Calm and happy rolled . the quick-^re- 
volving hours; day succeeded day, yet 
witnessed no interval of disquiet : Adel- 
heida's features, xlecked in the unclouded 
sunshine of bliss, spoke her bosom's peace:; 
while Huberto, no longer the slave of ap- 
prehension 
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pfehension and corroding care, ' resumed 
the sportive pastimes of his youth, arid, 
from the depth of melancholy, summoned 
the truant smile of cheerfulness:. 

" • • • • 

Four months hatt tfan^pired since tKe 
union of the lovers, and still was the se- ' 
erct preserved : the terror of Adelheida at 
the known hatred of the monk Brazilio, 
had checked t4ie intended disclosure; atid 
the canon, actuated by her solicitations, 
had yielded to her wish of procrastina- 
tion : but the moment approached, when 
the long-intended conference was to taTce 
place ; it was in the absence of Fatber 
Brazilio, who^ on a mission from his con- 
vent, was under the necessity of visitihg 
Fossombrone: but, alas! disappointment' 
still hnng upon their hopes; the evening 
prevjous to the intended dwclosure, a let- 
ter for, the Con te arrived by express at 
Montranzo; and early in the morning, 
after tenderly embracing his child, upon 
some secret business, he quitted the Cas- 

t- 4 tie,. 



176 OI IIONTRA^ZO. 

tie, but under the declared intention of 
visiting an estate he possessed in the Cam- 
pagna di Roma. Adelheida wept at the 
absence of her father,, yet felt a tempo* 
rary relief from dread ; she clung to the 
supporting arm of her husband, and won- 
dered at her apprehensions : yet a ^hilling 
damp would hang upon her spirits, v/hen 
memcM-y recalled the words of the Conte's 
confessor: and, with a heavy sigh« she 
would exclaim, '' When he hears that his 
threat to separate us is wiavailing, what 
may not revenge effect?" 
. *' Not our misery, my Adelheida,'' con- 
cluded Dj Rinaldini; '' instigated by his 
counsels, the Cont^ Alverani may banish 
DS his presence, but he cannot tear us 
from each other." : 

4 

At the expiration of a fortnight, the • 
Conte returned : a gloomy cast of care 
pervaded his countenance ; nay, even the 
caresses of his daughter aroiisrd him .not 
from his abstraction ; with cold, constrained 

civility. 
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civiliiy, he took the offered hand of Hu-- 
berto ; and^ shrinkmg> as though, fron* 
the touch, beckoned Father Braziliov suadS 
quitted the apartment. 

'' Holy Virgin !'" faftered AdeHieiW 
*' what a -chattge I alas! wljere is^my fa- 
ther's heart ?'^ 

Di Rinaldinii, echomg her heavy si'gh^ 
artitulatedj '^ Into what difficulties^ inta 
what sorrow have I plunged youff P|t 
God ! how has my selfish^ my presumptuous: 
passion blasted the peace of its olSjeet ! Ade}-- 
heida> my worshipped, tender Ipvc, can* 
yo# pardon the, wretch, who has undone 
you?'' 

*' Undone me f** reproachfully repeated 
Adelheida ; *' oh, my Haherto, could yoiii 
but probe my heart, you would find there 
its proudest boast — ^your image e'n^rined 
for ever. Tialk not thus, or a^t my father's 
feet I will acknowledge all, and bcave-his. 
worst displeasure.**' 

^' Noj, no, you mu^ not, heraic,. excelp. 

1 S ilen^ 
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lent, idolized woman f my all of peace, 
my all of happiness," clasping her with 
grateful fervour to hi» bosom, " you must 
not sacrifice so mnch for me, a rtiin^d 
bankrupt in all but love/' 
* Adelheida forced a smile, so sweetly 
expressive of affection, that it called a 
tear into the eye of her husband. '' I will 
away to St. Romuald," he exclaimed, ''and 
acquaint the canon of the Conte's re- 
tum.'*^ . 

^' Yet stay,"' said Adelheidia, snatchmg. 
his hand," the disclosure must be hastened 
— mark me, Uixherto^ . must be, for ano- 
ther fearful secret remaitis- untold/' 

*' Another fearful secret !" reiterattd 
Di Rinaldini ; *'*alas ! my beloved, what 
new cause for apprehension is^^ yet to be 
unfolded !*^ 

Th»e brightest tfnts of vermilion suP- 
fused the fair cheeks of Adelheida, as turff- 
ing away her face, she articulated, " Urge 
n^e not, I implore you ; but hasten to the 

eouvent of the Camaldoli brothen^; and 

- tell 
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tell Tathfer Luitfrido, Heaven wills our 
ynarriage should be proclaimed," 

Musing on the ambiguous expressions-; 
of his wife, Di Rinaldini q^uitted Moji'- 
tranzo: imperceptibly care vanished; im- 
perceptibly his thoughts yidded to hope's 
visioned picture of bliss. The fiend to 
happiness, the monk Brazilioj was forgot- 
ten : he saw the paternal arms ei^circling 
his bosom's comfort; he saw the paternal 
heart t^ir^bbing in tender sympathy, to hh 
prayerSfc The marriage was revealed, the 
blessing of the Conte obtained, Adelheida 
happy : short was the delusion ; the airy 
fabric, the unsubstantid foundation of his 
rjeverie, faded at the appearance of the 
convent; and ere the ponderous gate was 
unbarred, he was alive to all, his difficul- 
ties: and all his apprehensians. 

"I would see, and instantly, the Father 
Luitfrida," said Iluberto. 

I 6: "Alas! 



> 
''Ate! Sigtiof," replied the porter^ 
'' the Father Luitfrklo i» beyoxk(» all earthly 
converse." 

'' Dead r leather Liriffrld6 dead !". arti- 
culated the horrot-sfruck Di Rinaldini. 

# 

'' Notf dead/' riejoined the porter, pity- 
ing the distress of Huberto, '^but too ill 
to recognise even the Caraaldoli's holy 
brotherhood. For rtiany days he has been* 
drooping, sick at heart ; and last liight,* 
in spite of the remonstrances of the lay- 
brothet. Father Giacome, he sat long' af- 
tier the wan iirg moon was Veiled in dark^ 
jiess. Writing in hh cell ; and since the' 
first ray of morning, he has been uncon- 
scious of our solicitiide to save hinu"' 

Huberto heard no* more : lie fled to^ 
Wards the dbripit'ory, nor paused till he' 
tipaitrhed the cell of the c^nbn; Softly he 
a|^proached the" couch, ^is" spirits sinking 
in desponding dread, his heart ringing 
the h^t peal of hope. Lost in a stupify^ 
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rng lethai^y, he beheld his friend: his 
sighs^ his tears aroused him not; and when 
his eyes unclosed^ their . beamless glance 
emitted no ray of recognition. 



'^ Merfciful God r aspirated 1)1 Rin^- 
dini, *' what a sfght is here f"^ 

*' It is a raotttnful lesson of mortality/' 
exclaimed Father Giacome;^ '' thougb^ 
alas! my son, af saUitary one. Provi- 
dence-^ *' 

'^Is there no hope?"^ questione^d Hu^ 
T)erto, interrupting the pious harangue of 
the monk. 

'' Heaven is aTl-sufficrent,** replied the 
friar, " and man dares not limit the mercy 
of tne Supreme. The vital spark has re- 
lumined; for when I found the canon this, 
morning, to all appearance it had long^ 
1)een extinguished.** 

" 'Twas you who found himf then," said 
De Rinaidini. ^ Oh ! father, tell me all, 
fori have lost a friend I ne'er shall find 
•^aia.'^ 

S *' The 
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^^ The Conte Alverani lives/' reproach- 
fully observed ihe monk. 

" True,; but my youth's instructor," 
catching the pallid hand of the unconsci- 
ous canon, and pressing it to his. lips, 
"soon will breathe no more/' 

" Gratitude/' solemnly pronounced Fa- 
ther Giacome. 

" Spare me ! spare me !" implored* Hu- 
berto: ''my heart feels it; but it is rived, 
and threatens to burst with fullness. Teir 
me of my excellent preceptor, my. revered 
friend^ — but nothing more/* 

'* Last night; after nvidnight prayers,'* 
rejoined the lay-brother, " Father Luite 
fridb desired me to leav« him ; but hesi- 
tatihgi, r hinted my> wish for him to retire 
to rest ; for during the day, I had per- 
ceived him more than usually dejected,, 
sometimes his agitation amounting beyond 
the power, of controuL The command for 
my. departure, repeated with i more thau 
usual earnestness^ compelled me ta retire 

to 
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to my pallet ; and in the mornnig, not 
hearing the accustomed indications of the 
canon's rising, I repaired to his cell. The 
taper was still burning; a sealed packet 
lay upoQ the table; buf the writer, alas!* 
was stretched cold and senseless on the 
floor. The alarm I gave soon spread 
throughout the convent : the most holy 
father abbot himself came to the cell; our 
brother was conveyed to bed ; a vein was> 
opened; the blood flowed freely, and 
with it returned the powers of respira- 
tion. **^ 

*' But not the powers af speech>" said 
Huberto,^ mournfully.^ 

' ^ Alas t no, ray son," replied Father 
GJacome ;. '* since then, as now,, he has 
remained insensible to all around him.** 

" Eut the packet ?" q^uestioned Di Ri- 
naldinf. 

" The packet," pursued the monk, ''is 
in the hands of the father abbot ; it is di^ 
rected for the Conte Alverani, to be deli- 
vered after the death of Father Luitfrido:^' 

Huberto 
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• Huberto sunk on his knees by the side 
oF the couch, ^nd yielded, for a momenf,; 
to his tears, as gratefully he aspirated, 
^' Best, excellent friend i evei> in the 
agonry of approaching dissofution, you: 
forgot not your ebarge." ' 

With a bleeding heart he quitted - St. 
Homuald, after having obtained permis- 
sion of the superior to return and watcb 
by the couch of his preceptor. 

Painful was the task to disclose to the 
anxious Adetherda the alarming illness of 
iKe canon — bitter was this aggravation to» 
their difficulties ! but who could soften the 
* tale to the ear of his beloved ? who but 
himself announce the call of gratitude 
upon his time and attention .^ Fearful 
of encountering Father Brazilio, he stole 
through the low postern, and ascending 
the stairs, was hurrying to his apartment,, 
when he beheld a female swiftly gliding 
down the corridor: the glatice was mo*. 

nentary^ 



U MOKTRANiO. 18S 

• * 

fnentary> bat hisiieart whispered her Adel- 
heida. Following its dictates^ he spnmg 
forward; and^ overtaking her at the door 
of the oratory^ fitartedy for she was in 
tears; 



*' Adelheida^ my wife^*' he exclaimed, 
^' you weep ; wlience springs this sorrow ? 
Bi^uise npt the troth, I implore you^ 
tell me, an^you ill^ or has any fresh cause 
ibr vexation^ccurred ?" 

*^ I am not quite w6ll/' she replied; 
*' jmy spirits are depjressed, and — and — " 

" Aiid >what, my.. love?** eagerly qiies* 
tioned Di Rinaldini ; '' explain this agita* 
tion. Nay, I must know it;" throwing 
his arm around ber waiM> an4 with gentie 
violeiice^ drawing li€[r into the oratory. 
" Yoi^r eyes lare ned a*id swollen, your 
cheeks faded; tell me, I supplicate, the 
cause of this disquiet ?" 
. Again the tears of Adelheida flowed : 
'* 'Tis only — only—" she hesitated. "Alas ! 
I tremble— to— to~'^ 

'' Adelheijda^ 
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'< AdeHieida/my heart's idol, my own 
wedded Adclheida/* exclaimed Huberto^ 
catching the trembler to hh breast, " what 
has so cruelly agitated you ? Do, do com- 
pose your spirits; do, do, ibr a momeitt,i 
be seated here, at the foot of this altar, 

* • 

which has so ofteii. witnessed our vows of 
eternal confldence and truthi*' 

* 

*' Cotifidence !" repeated Adelheida, turn- 
ing her blushing face from the tender scru- 
tiny of her husband ; '^ thus called upon,. 
I must speak. Alas ! what says the good 
canon? Our sejcrct, my Huberto, must 
-soon be disclosed ; a living witness will 
proclaim the tale/* : 

• ' ' ' . . • 

Di Rinaldini drew her closer to his 
. heart, as, with timid reluctance,- she whfe- 
pered an acktiowledgment of her preg- 
.nan(;y» Feeling, more than ever, the ne- 
cessity of Father Luilfrido's interference, 
•lest the dreaded violence of the Conte>, in 
the first ebullitions of anger, should en*^ 
danger the health, perhaps the life of i^s 

wife. 
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viik, Hiiberto besought her a little longer 
to struggle with the pang of concealment; 
^pd then, without disclosing his extreme 
dans:er^ hinted the illness of their friend., 

*'AIasr' faltered Adetheida^ in a tone 
of .soft and doubtful, despondence^ as the 
tears of keen sensibility streamed down 
her cheeks^ "shall we ever more be hap- 
py?" Instantly she would have recalled 
the sentence^ but it had passed; and with- 
, drawing herself from tfie arms of her sup- 
porter^ '^ Go, Jlubertq/' she exclaimed> 
endeavouring to banish every vestige of 
sorrow* ''duty, affection, gratitude, sum** 
jinon you to the Qamaldoli convent; go, 
watch the fevered slumbers of Father Luil* 
.frido : I will we^r my husband in my 
heart, and sqppli^ate Heaven to restore 
our suffering friend. '^ . . 

Xingcring was the. disease of the good 
canon: a whole fortnight elapsed ere he 
Jiecognised the hand wbiph supported his 

,.*... - head. 
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head, and ministered to his relief. With 
ihe diligent affection of a son, Di Rinal- 
dini watched over him; npr, save in the 
hour of transient slumber^ one moment 
did he steal for Adelheida ; then, secure 
in the humane attentions of. Father Gia- 
come, he would fly to Montranzo^ or meet 
his beloved, attended by Vannina, in the 
forest. The efficacy of physic, the strength 
of constitution, or rather, the patience of 
resignation and unmurmuring endurance, 
banished the fell powers of sickness, and 
restored Father Luitfrido to health and to 
exertion, 

Huberto returned to the bastlc^ anJi 

» 

'hope's warm 'glow of happiness revived. 
But,' alas! the*Corite Afverani sttll viewed 
him wiHi coldness ^nd dislike : his con- 
ferences with his confessor became longer 
and more frequent: sometimes he would 
start, as though' in mental 'derangement^ 
strike his hand against his forcfhead, or 
utter an incx^herent expression of de«pan^V 

sometimes 
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Bometimes he would shrinkrfrpm the pky- 
s^archin^ eye of Di Rinaldiiiij as though a 
set'pent had crossed his path^ and hurry to 
the obscurity of his chamber. - 

The enfeebled debility of the canon^ 
tiow gradually yielding to coavalesceiicej ' 
was the sole existing plea for procrastina- 
tion; and Adelheida^ who^ with painfiil 
exertion^ had endured the arduous task of 
concealtnent, 9lid whose pregnancy still 
eluded the glance . of suspicion^, sighed at 
the delay. One evening, an hour previ- 
ous td her joining the supper-table^ feel- 
ing her drooping spirits almost subdued^ 
she hsid recourse to a restorative, to which 
she had before applied. The vial was 
eihpty. Huberto heard the complain tj . 
and, with the tendercst anxiety^ fleiv to . 
the dispensary to get it replenished. . 

'*^What ^eek youj my son ?'r enquired 
a voice. 

Di Rinaldini taised his lampj add beheld 

thr 
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• •» . 

the Conte and Father Brazilio. Starting, 

■ 

and veiling his confusion, he replied,. 
*' A simple, father, of the mildest na- 
twre." 

*' Arc you then ill ?" demanded the 
monk. 

" Not ill, but needing a restorative." . 

'' And you must needs seek it yourself," 
eyeing him attentively. *' I thought you 
a pliilosopher, but I knew not you were a 
physician." 

''A physician, father!" r 

" Yes, my son," smiling with unusual 
condescension: '' remember the materia 
medica is my province ; give me ypur vial, 
and I will mingle the ingredient$.^*r • . 

'' Ingredients are not necessar)', father,- 
for spirits depressed j a little sal volatile is 
all tli^t is required." 

" Spirits depressed \ " repeated the 
Gonte; "why, Huberts, how long have 
you laboured under that malady ?'* 

5* The spirits, as the healtl^ fluctuate, 
tny Lord,*' ^id Di Rinaldini : ^'sal vola- 
tile 
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tilte' is a remedy to which I have before ap- 
plied/' 

A low knock at the door checked any 
frtrther enquiry ; it was Benevento, the 
page, come to acquaint Huberto that a 
messenger from the Camaldoli convent 
awaited him in the hall. 

*' Go, my son,'* said the monk ; " and 
if your spirits still need a restorative, seek 
it here.'* 

Di Rinaldini hastened to the hall : the 
messenger was the bearer of a friendly 
note from the canon, in which he declared 
his intention of visirin<; Montranzo the 
following morning, and revealing the mar* 
riage td the Conte. Gratified with the in* 
telligence, and hoping all from the exer* 
tions and interference of Father Luitfrido, 
Di Rinaldini returned to the dispensary, 
received from the hand of the Conte Al- 
verani the vial !hc had left, and flew to the 

•apartment 
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apartment of Adelheida. Ere she repaired 
to the supper-table, she swallowed the 
draught; and midnight witnessed the de* 
spairj the consternation^ and horror of the 
inmates of the Castle. 
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^VTby is reipcivibctiiCb ^ ' ' '^ 
iUch with a thoufand pleasing ini^ges 

-Of past eojovoient) tiace kis but.lQ plane me f " • >' 

• ; 



'It is a strapge disposed time ; 



^ut men may construe things after their fashion, < 

Clean from the purpose of the things themselves. 

As they do this. . Shakespsaiii, 

*rJE5U Maria !" shrieked Vaqnrina, »•( ifi^iA 
yw, Si^or? Ph> tbaf' dreadful^ dreadfiili 
oratory !"-.cli«ging,!pale aQditr^inblingf« to 
ibe arm of iDi Rinaldini. '^ It «wa^ but thr 
oight ^efore my blessed^lady died^ 1 heani 
ir^ a$ iiwere^ echo the wprd murdbr ; , and 

. VOL. I. K to- 
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to-night^ almost before she is seared in the 
tomb—" 



The thrilling ebords of the organ again 
ctashed^ and Vannina sunk, horror-struck, 
upon her knees. Impulsively Huberto 
darted across the oratory ; he looked fear- 
fully around, all was still ; he drew aside 
the curtain^ but no object could he disr 
eeni. " Mystfrious Heaven r" he aspi- 
rated, bendii^ his knee in pious reverencCf 
*• jt through the intricacy of thy wisdom, 
thou permittest the departed to revisit 
thetr mortal haunts; if, to arraign the 
guilty, or uphold the afflicted, the gentle 
spirit of my Adelheida lingers, teach me, 
enable me to remove the barrier pf per- 
turbed disquiet, to smooth the road Xo 
atiercy !^' Deep was the silence which sue* 
eeeded« Huberto, with anticipating ap- 
pi^^tision, listened, but the mysterious 

sounds were no more repeated ; he heard 
Mught, save the convulsite sobs of Van- 
nina, ' whose superstitious t^nrofs, amount* 

ing 



tng to agony^ ctlM itpon the esertionn. of 
compassion. Bred in the ^soobre gioom oSf 
fhnatlc strktnessj where datf and exampl\e^ 
alike tended to enervate the mind/ and 
jSittOdice it with the sickly hue of eredu* 
lity, Vannina had oft conjured irp the mid-^ 
night spectre to haunt her solitude. Oft 
had she listened to the ^' legendary lor e'^ 
of many a deathfuT tale, fraught with the 
traditionary horror of long-perpetrated 
Thttvdevs ; and, as the cricket chirped/ or 
the night-watch ticked, crept closer to* the 
stde of her informer^ feas^ful bf beholding 
the mry semblance of bodies long en- 
tombed. Her heart was good, but her 
judgment week: she had loved her de- 
parted mistress with a sii^ter^ fondness; 
but the mysterious close of the lady Adel- 
liefda^s existence, and the incongruous 
horrors which sttcceicded, had tinged every 
sensation with soperstitioas dread. When^ 
from necessity^ she fled through the arched 
passages of Montranso ; when the wind 

Kt whistled 



i»^liisil^ '' mwic of^ihedigh^ that makes 
tbe le^th chattier ;md the n^ilsturnbluej^tbe 
AM)i|ce6be had J>eard from the oratory seemed 
lt> ^ho from the darkened corners, confirm- 
ing, to Jier.pa^iid-i^D'uctkiheart, the horror 
^f her mistress's fate. '^ Top sure she was 
mnrdei-ed !'* she vrbuld exclaim ; and then, 
treinl^Iing; hide her, eyes, lest they should 
encounter a confirmation of her assertion. 

''Oh, take meh^nc^!" sh^ artip {plated, as 

I. 

pA RiAaldini kindly attemptedi^.to restore 
her ip; composure ; ^[ take me b^ncej Sig^ 
nor, pr ;! shalj die. . Tlie h^ly saints guard 
us I" crossing her }>osom ; ^' 'twas no 
fancy, 'twas the-ghost!" 

*' The ghost, -Vannina ! wjy^t ghost ?** 

'^ How can you ask, Signor? you came 
from the oratory, you must have seen it.'' 

''Seen what? seen wljo?" demanded 
Hubert o. " Weak girl, your woman's h^rt 
misgives you." • 

"Soj.no, 'twas a requiem to my lady 
mistress ; so melancholy, so. solemn ! She 

loved 



fovcd to chant with the ofo-an, sweet i^irl^ 
and her spectre — ^alas ! alas ! the murdered 
cannot rest in their graves." 

^•'The murdered, Vannina f" rep^s^tel 
the almost convulsed Di Rinaldmi. 

" Mvrderedy*' Irngered a hollow voice; 
and Vannina, shrieking, fled from the ora- 
tory/ * 



Hubcrto paused for a irioment ; a sbCrd'- 
deririg sensation pressed upon his hear^P, 
and' his cheek grew pale with corfttendii^g 
emotions; it was^ but for a momeiif^ 
quickly regaining his self^comm^nd/^We 
bent his knee before the altar, nor ii-cfefe 
till piety had subdued every ^uperstitiokfl^ 
fear, every hostile weakness. The drear 
hours of nighl rolled on unbroken ;'tHi 

mysterious voice 'sp^ke tio mmt f neither, 
from the slightest touoh, dtc^ tKe orgalli 
«cnd forth its tremfulous vibrations: : birt 
the stfeanf of sorrow was exhaustl^9;'>ffcte 
drooping mourner revised the odcWfl-e»<ireB 
of the past week — (Jie^death oi Ws^Adel*- 

K 3 heida 
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]iei4a — the disappearance of the Con fe — 
the strange;, inexph'cable events^ which had 
followed in such quick succession, all con- 
spired to oppress his mind, and cloiid it 
with wild, chaotic darkness. Dawn's grey 
eye peeped over the highest summit of 
the eastern bill, ere repose claimed^i tran- 
sient cessation from woe; and when the 
broad glare of the morning sun, reflecting 
thjcottghthe stained panes of the casement, 
dissipated his light slumbers, he raised his 
,liead as he had reclined it, the victini 
of '' grifli'^ivisaged, comfortless despam" 
Time steals away in paid andia pleasure^ 
i0 iheden of.niisery> ds in th^ dWelHii|; 
4il mirth; time rolls ti&Yarled over. the 
head of the voluptuary and the misaiif 
4hrope ; the same mdnotony ' of minutei 
form the l^urs, existence lingej^: in the 
Helf-sarae span. Por several day^ DiBif 
ftaldini shut himself up in his eh^mberv 
Th^ coit>ments of his domestics were uilir 
kn^wn; the reports of malignity^ the r^ 

A^rkfi of unfeeling ignoirance, werealilct 

powerless 
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pbweirltes to wound ; and for weeks he feir 
no alleviation from the perturbed disquiet 
of his mind^ save in the sout-sootbing con-^ 
veise of the good canon of St. Romuald. 
Fromhitn he learned the patience, of en^ 
durance, the meekness ot re»ignatioi¥J 
'' Yes, my son/* he would exclaim ; " ttf-» 
fliction wings our thoughts to heaven — af- 
fliction is the fiery ordeal of virtue." » 
^ Bui afUiction such as mine, father-—" ' 
"Is what I have suftered,*' rejcfii^fed ih^ 

^^ Oh no, ttot in thcf same shape," faf^ 
tered Di RinktdinL • ^ 

l*h€i e^iM ga2€ld att«mtvely M ttve agi- 
faf^! features of the tnoui^Ae^, a^d, Wii4» 
« letter sigh/ aftimilaied, '^ We v(ili n^ 
w^ij^ our sorrows in Yhe ^ihe sieal§'r 
your^s tfre Ihe award of l^a^v^n, mine tteer 
denunciation of revenge t i^st^ny place'd 
H tanking thorn in your heart, m^n p^^ 
flMied the cup of my bliss-^inian, dft^fal 
ind fiendli&e, planted the fatal gan^ne 
which gnaws upon my peaitei'* 

K 4 ^ Destiny l** 
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'f .Destiny !'* nvurrojHred 2>i Rioaldmij^ 
raifiiogthis eyes to Heaven; "oh/ Adel-* 

:/' 'Xis a hand man should not shriuk 
froiHi" pursiitxl the canon* vainly attempt- 
iip^tQ^^oW^ tie ivild horror of Huberto'a 
co^nt-enance. 

/'A hand, merciful God! how sure!^** 
ejaculated Di Rinaldihi; ''a hand," springr* 
ing. from bis seat, and quickly pacing the> 
«elf, 'f guided by the demon of hell." * 

" What mean you, my son ?" enquij?e4 
Father LiittfridQ. "Surely this last blow 
has affected more than youf heart." 
»l-^Hy, head, ypu. would insinuate, fa- 
^r. .'AIiis ! no, 'tis but a momentary pa-' 
jjQ^ysm, wtxich soon pas$es. away. N<mk i 
am'..9.alnfii 9:nd capable of rational coo** 
\^rse. . Father $ra^ilio informs me, he 
expects .shortly to quit the CamaldoU 
coMrveiH, qii. .a mission to the holy see u 
JH^b^t^ ,'l.is prejudice, but I like him:nat,; 
liyyiiib he |iad:gbne, ere-Adelh^ida'^ fateandj 
mine became, one/'. . , 
*'• . J.' ' *» ;^ '^ Again 
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'* Again the same subjectM'^ mjfdfy ob-^ 
served the canon—" But why should St; 
Romu^ld's pious missit>nary instigate sucft 
a wish f'*^ 

"'He hatte me/' warmly rejoined Di 
Rinaldini: " through Ms every^bffer of s|i- 
percilious kindness, I can decypher hypo^ 
trrisy, mah'ce/ and' revenge.** 
• '* Revenge!'' repeated Father Luitffidd 
-— " The hpJy saints forefend that revenge 
sfiouTd Wafcken the soifl of Heaven's vo- 
tarist ! * Revenge is a piaB(iibn, f«y son, 
whn^h ^f^Is'hat upon bur ^crd3 ^bcatfon ; 
revenge bleeds upon the aWar af^^bfit 
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-^ '^ AlasK^siia Hki Wto/ »*' we ftibw'not 
what the cowl and scapular hides. 'The 
heiSt defieii our scrutiny/** *• * 
-f TruSi^* Wumed tlie ^bit; ^ liut the 
frfar cafiBOii'be'itHJK'an W^ \ii 4iee r his 
a#«^ion^:(luti^ ares€i%pi<lt^usly, care re- 
*%i«ut»y^perr(t)rmetl ? Mrfpe*t*h*» a#b ifeffli 
strict and fifetjuenfcr *fer !:^tlH A« tioi • W 

X 5 . catch 
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catch the eye qf praise, but alon^ shrink- 
ing into retirement; passes hours in self-^ 
contemplation. I vrill readily admit the 
confessor to have too warmly embraced 
the ambitious projects of the Conte Alve* 
rani ; and, in the ardour of debate to hzv^ 
been led into expressions^ the force of 
fvhich he could not mean : but your wound* 
edielf-lpvev paidon me,, my young friend, 
has — -'• 

** H^ has a VarV' interrupted Huber-r 
to, /' » tflackrrriBut/' checking^ hiti{se]f^ 
^MIeavi^9 n^ada ii,. and Heaven will award 

^* Surely you know more than you '^ai^ 
ivilling ]to discloae,'' obaerved FaftherLuit* 
frido. . .. f.. . 

'' When I accidentally see hitfk/* ^pmn^ 
sned Di Rinaldit^j^ regar4)<W of ^^ remark, 
** when I me^ the penetralgiog glance <yf 
]i]^ large, blac^^^fffiam^oly tyi^ Iy^mS 
wilhr inyolimtaTy dit^usti wiHiaidite pi^ 
ffmHmeiMl ^t^gHftssedrf^ f^ili 






"And 



^ And yet tkd^CoBte Aivenint id'Qiitlcdbr 
liitn to his bbaom^ ooiifidekiC0»f* iddd !lhe: 
cation. 0.: 

" The Conte Alvetanf/' rnigunledly fol 
plied Huberto,. '' in this seoMt advOTi^ 

nourished a serpent/^ 

' • ^> 

• • • • . . • J 

Re sitnrtedj he trembled; tbr tfte aomm 
tiniflstng eye of the oinon seballed him * ttoi 
hiflSseUI ^ 



I 

I 
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lepeak soiely ftmn ai^oution,^ be 
Ihlteringly concludisd^-*'^ Peiftajpi thatao|K2 
poailion niay have birth ik the kaQWA de-^ 
termtaation oC the monk to. defeat asy. 
wiirtleSv'^ ; ; 

" What could be bis motive e^" askedf tkfh 
€tindn« 

^' 7hu,'f wpKcdt Hiiberto,, *' the eye of 
HeaTen caa alone soLve." 



lather Luidrido,. imiiieitBed m ^otfgiin: 
iat with his head reclined upda his hand*: 
IfridexiugfithaM iiisttg!»t«d the Conte Air 

K.& ve»ui% 
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vtnni, or avarice,' or aoibitibn; or ^ fhoii- 

s^rid otbei' vrorldl^y passions ; but the more 

^he sought to solve the aclions of the oou- 

feasofj the more^Was-iie lost in vronder and 



*-'^ 



On the, morning destined for the com- 
jiyencement of tike* missionary -exiiedkion 
€s£:tlm monkJBtazilto^ be.visitedi tbeCaslJr, 
and, muffled in the hood of his habit, \m^: 
announced, entered the apartment of Di 
Brbaldhif.^'^ SliH a^serrowiDg^ifipirm^late 
ni'<$ttme» t *? he' exclai med* 

' 'Huibertoi started, looked eagerly around, 
a|id szCw^ or fancied he sa^w, as the confesaor 
threw back his cowl, an expression oi-tM-r 
lignattt joy OTerspiteadrhis teatutesr—^* My 
countenance is the index of my heart,*' be- 
doidiy replied :. *'. I havt iuot yei l^^arnedta , 
veil its feelings." . . .» ■':■ : - 

*' Say, rather, you have not yet learned 
tKc?tbfb«arande rdigion ehJGfitii^? piihued 
Fl?*hter Bi^zSHo. ' - j w; '. 

'^^ Does religion then exdudb^^fealkigSf^ : 

''No; 






'* Na; hut itdfenouixceft ihcindirigweK 
of its weakness.** ' /.';-;:' 

'* MethinkSy father/' reproachfully ut- 
tered, Di Rrnaldini^ *'. you are a true disc^ij^le^ 
of the doctrine yo« preach ; fqr yog have, 
soon become reconciled ta the Jos&of your 
friend." . , 

m 

" Hpay^n's will be done.!"' said theiponk^ 
devoutly crossing himself;* and $ai$umjng;« 
lopk of holy. meeknei5s« — ^' The local attach^ 
Jments <of this, wprld, my §on, di;e; as ^nc)- 
tbiiig. In a; cloister's soli tiKJle^ the. heart 
knows no/changf ; -the transactions ofj thjs 
life> like flakies of «noW« fade away be fpiie 
the brigiht glory of eternity. In Q^r happy 
c^ventj the s^cer4otal .robe includes aU 
thaft. : is ,gpjQ^« . is gi^f^t> is de^ir^ble ;; there 
Qiftn in n\an beholds a brother, there nieith^^r 
envy or malice milit^^^ against theJ}0S9n)'s 
pewc/' V ^ ;♦ 

'f JXeither r en^pfiatically repeatj^ Qi 

Eiffaldini--'' .neither within or without the 

convent? Say, father, does tfaia mildand 

-^ >v Heaven- 
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Heaveii bom ehiiritj veMj ektend to all 
the CamaldoH Fraternity?'' 

** We know our ow» heiarts/' replied 
the molik, struggling to banish the lowei^ 
ing gloom of maligmty^ and to recal* the 
semblance of humility—**' further we can* 

not decypber/' 

" And y^ur*^/' §a id H^ibe^ttf, Wfth jointed 
atid dignified e^nccgy, ^' tdlt^ you that it 
dot^^our%*' fixing a peftetrating glance 
on the friar, " accjuit^ you of intetifional 
malice agaitot any on^ created b*^g. The 
ttniVeirse is exteneWe i^-failher; reflect et^ 
you speak,, for God hears the responte,-' 

*' Your purport, 8ignor,' iis enigmatlcafv. 

^dugh riot your alluaabn,*' replied the eon* 

fessona^rtentousdarkn^ towering on hisl 

brow.*-i-" The expression bf yo^l^eye, and! 

the elevation of you^ voice, dedSrtJ* that t. 

the humble follower of an unoffending' 

eommitu^; haie itrt^irrtdt you* susptcioti,, 

have awakehid the WUier shaft of your re« 

aeteftii«B«*r^ ' -'■ " .'••••'• ' '■' 

■h ... .. €€ Pardon 
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♦' Pa^on me, reverend lather, if the 
tearmth of my ekpressions oflfcnd-^df an 
allusion struck it random, I have heard, 
cons'cience points the dart*' 

^* AtwBdoihl" steriily repeated Father 
BraaEilfO-^tit instantly recovering himsdll^ 
initantty relating bis features from their 
gloomy austerity, and bowing vrkh jteign'*- 
•d riieeknes»^-^'' Then anh 1 satisfied ; thed. 
eeases my cause oT complaiiii* My calling 
is the calling 6f Clnistian charity, - and 
teaches me to pairdoii the offender, when 
the t)flence poiim /Oaly against iDyttlf; 
Farewdlt my^sonl'' tising, and shrondi^g 
In^iaoe in his cefwl«*^''' the spirit of peace 
be. with yott!'* c i' r 

; ;Bt HifialdiM/felt a vM%bt removed fronr 
ktslieart, as, frmir the window, .he traced 
the tail and shadowy figure of the moult 
retreating from Montranzo««— " If I injure 
thee,*' he articulated,, " may Heaven pardon. 
WBt3 If — AhB 1 4lois the possibility of fliat 

i( e%mr': " •■ .. •• • • •.. jy: ' .0 •.- 

9 Mentally 
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. Mb'n tally: he retraced the conduct X>f tlie 
confessor^ and menially his rcVerie dosed 
in cohdemriation;' ' < . ^ - 



■: .i 



* 



Two months in the graife hwd the luiples^ 
Adelheida > mouldered, when wih* agitated 
stepfi, Di'Rimddifri* sought, the iStillhcw of 
the diapeh Alone! he h^)*qaitted the 
Cs»tle, i&xt hs 'Wisfhed/nd eye^ to behold the 
mournful 'jndlii!ghi[ies. ofohk isof row. - The 
day wasifasibclositigT; .Jh^ibrightiesr tmt^ of 
puiple Kngef^ oh thexkipd^tappect .(om^ 
niktt of the' mx^i|tasiis^ «nd all beneath was 
y/ti^ itii mbty \shadow'. i tiuberjfo>gMeii 
uporijhe cni^y/preeipleesj>rgraii]|£!^.^Tet 
which ro^e thick woods of ^Jne,r c^pteo^ 
scarlet-oak^ palm^ and chesnut; while the 
b^flihg cizfl^ tthraifielyelD'^were.uaiirbefted 
with mosi, .atnd}wilddtow»5tof eveiy^d^id 



.•:i 



** In the colours of the rainbow live.** ** 



> 4 



/^•^ 
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J:; Hi& scnil reltideval!edlx)?jthe^s(^ene before 
him^ and^ almost unconscious of what' hiet 



v!k:n3W 



did. 
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did, lie struck out of the path, to enjoy a- 
greater expanse of prospect. Mounting 
the rock which formed one side of the 
<tefile, his eyes, in one glance, surveyed 
the* contrasts otf cultivation and wildpess, 
III their most sublime imaged. Here ros6 
fracture4 masaes, thinly, dotted with stunted 
pinasters, black and shapeless points, scarce 
sufficiently earth-clad to nourish the scanty 
vegetation of dwarf oaks and evergreen 
holly, which, hung, as though suspended, 
trembling over the impetuous torrents^ 
which, with thundering echoes, lashed the 
depths below : and here the soft verdure 
of less awAil nature, Similing in rich thickets 
of alisoder, pomegranates, citrons, olives, 
alinonds, cystus, juniper, and lenticus, met 
the admiririg gaze. The balmy breeze of 
evening wafted the most ambrosial per-, 
fumes from the ' clustering fragrance of 
roses, myrtle, jessamine, beautiful lychen^, 
acacia mimosas, and various other species 
' of blossoming shrutxs; while the deep green 

of 



of tb^ evtr verdwt aibulK relieved the. 
vivid glare of their colotm. 

The heart of Di Rinaldini was full. Oft 
with Adelheida had he wandered among 
fhe same wilds^ and admired the same 
b^uties ; oft had the ipild cadence of hei 
voice impressed their charms, and awakened 
his admiration. While yet he paused^ th# 
shrill deep chime of the vesper-bell came 
in prolengthening echoes to his ear: it 
was the hour set ap^rt for prayer, the hour 
appropriated ta the wbrsh^ df that Beiitf 
whose sublime works hd was: dieh dotilem^ 
plating. His soul seemed touched with » 
kind of melancholy re9ignation» aeeased 
Wrapt, seemed eleytfted with seraphic gran^ 
deur, seemed to have imbibed the tJiriilrng 
sensitive energy of devotion. Hastily h# 
turned from the scene before him, now 
mellowed by th^ silver tadiance of a full 
moon, riding majestically '' through skies> 
where he could count each little star ; 

nor 
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nor again pausi^d^ till he had reached thf 
ailent resting-place of frail humanity. 

Deep was the anguish which wrung his 
beartj heavy the sobs which burst from his 
bosom, as he knelt on the little slab which 
pressed upon the form of his beloved 
Adelheida. — Alas! no more could she steal 
away the pang of memory^ no more pluck 
the thorn from sorrow^ no more, as Hea^ 
ven's soft ray, lighten the path of his 
pilgrimage.^ Left a solitary sojourner/ he 
ahudd^red at the length of his journey, 
Mr oUce admitted the possilnlity of timeV 
^taring iiilo the wounds intSicted by deatJi 
the meltorath^ balm of comfort. . Mart,, 
blind, erring, and presumptuous, prema^ 
turely balances the scale of possibilities 
^^man sees not beyond the little span of 
iD-^y, sees not the wondrous hand of 
^ivine Providence, which works all and 
every-tbirtg to his advantage. The my». 
ierious organist, the sepulchral *voice» 
wbichj in the oratory^, had addressed him« 

were 
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werealfke forgotfen : the darkened gloorir 
of the chapel inspired no horrors; • no 
forms seemed to glide from the silent 
shrines : no superstrtioiis sickly hue of 
fancy rung the knell of death. The ex- 
piring moments of Adelheida were alone 
remembered — Adelheida, to whom hisvovvs 
had been given, ^nd whose memory claimed 
every impulse of his bleeding heart. He 
saw her languid eyes fixed upon him, he 
saw her ashy countenance distended in the 
agonies of dissolution. Joy, hope» anxiety^ 
had ceased to agitate*; the future admitted 
no darker shadow than the past, for his 
drooping spirits whispered the dreary shel- 
ter of the grave waS the only sure retreat 
for the miserable* 

The moon had risen oon^erably higher 
in the heavens, and the distant scenery had 
consequently becomemore distinguishable^ 
when Di Rinaldini returned ,to Montranzo* 
He could now discern the grey turrets of 
3t. Roniuald spuririg^above the thii^ foliage 

• • of 
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"mt the cy|>re8!i, plaintaihs; and palm^tos, 
by which it was embosomed. Fancy pic- 
tured the little cell of Father Luitfrido^ and 
friendship claimed a tlrought from borrow. 
-^'^ But one hearty in all this mighty 
universe/* he exclaimed, " which feels an 
interest in my fate, but one heart which 
pities my afflictiofis — and that heart knows 
not their extent*--*Merciful Hi^aven, may it 
never know them !" 

A tear stole from bis eye; he turned 
mournfully from the contemplation, and, 
by 'the lowpostera in the rampart, entered 
the Castle. 



>» 



V He ; looks- like 'a maa who has some 
heavy weight iupon his conscience,'' said a 
voice, as Di Rinaldini passed along the 
arcade winding round the servants' hall— «. 
^' he seems lost rn reflection^ ^rapt withiit 
himself/' 

" True/' wais the response— V His solitary 

rambles 
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ramblM among the moontains, bcsidte the^ 
hints— ^^—*' 

The Jow whispering in which the aett-> 
t^nce was concladed, rendered the accents 
iftdistinct. 

•* That air of mystery, too," rejoined the 
Ibrmer ; ** the midnight mnsic^ and^- '* 
** I like not the suddenness of her death.^ 

* Huberto invpluntarily paused* 

< • - • 

^^ Avanee, as says the confeuor, has 
boundless influence in a sordid souK All 
is not as it should be, or why would the 
qpectre walk i Half the household has been 
terrified ; and the Signor himsel f- ■ * * 

'^ Blood was not spilt, 'tn trues butlhere 
ave way s " 

^ '^ Poison may be administered' whh less 
danger than the digger's point/' 

'' Do you think she was poisoned then?'* 

''Hush! 
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** Hush !— I did not say so." 

The respiration of Huberto became W 
iKtured ; coldj deathlike drops hung upon 
his forehead ; his knees shook as though 
blasted bj a mortal palsy ; and> breathing 
a half-stifled groan^ he clung to the waH 
for support. Shrifl was the exclatnatton 
of horror and dismay which instantly suc« 
eeeded : the involuntary groan, which bunt 
from the agonized heart of Di Rinaldmi, 
had reached the terrified ears of supei^ 
stition^ and conjured up a hydra form of 
ideal danger. Long was the pause which 
ensued. At lengthy a faltering accent ar- 
ticulated^ '' I am sure it sounded from the 
sirtade. Holy Mary ! Vannina said it kef^ 
to the oratory ; but it come9> as it were, 
, into our very arms.-^Do open the door/* 

" Not to be vicar-general to his holiness 
the Pope/' replied a voice, equally daunted. 
— *« By the mass!" shuddering, '^ 1 shall 
hear that groan to njy dying day/' 

'^ Yon are a coward, Alberti/' rejoined the 

former. 
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farmer, " znA, in spite of all yotir bbasted 
courage, possess but a- woman's heart/* 
Open the door yourself, Cyril." 
I — I — ^I will, if yott bring the lamp; 
\>\xU io the dark, the ghost may upset me ;^ 
and I am old and helpless, and-^and '* 



xt 
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Huberto, knowing himself the cause of 
alarm^ yet unwilling to be discovered, 
ipov^d swiftly on ; and when Secure in the 
spUtude of his chamber, yielded unrestrain- 
ed to his feelings. 
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' ' . Her«tetiii«fi<» 

knA gkze .wiUi vrojuler on 4hee* 



ltow«» 






Hew ill Ait Mtr bums ! Halit. who pomfit hefc? . 
I think it is the weakness of mine eyes 
That shapes this monstrous apparition. 

•■'■'-•»i..T 

The turret clock slcrwly chimed, the Iwur o£ 
midnight, asDi Rinaldini sat at. the open i^d 
Hcasemenf, his eyes paechanically re^qg aa 
the rich landscape^ faintly illumini^djby the 
steady lustre of the pol^r s^ar;, .Xo9g li^d 
iie returned from 'vtskiDg the^Cai^jal^oU 
t:anvent, vfacrc the-good canpn >vas argam 
rou u L confined 
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confined by indisposition ;aQd>iinconsci<His 
of the lapse of time, whose 

_ . . ♦* Wh.cel moves on. 
With Iife*< dread changes fraught," 

I 

soothed into placidity by the gentle mur- 
mur of the softly-stealing waves of the 
Metremo, gliding through their accustomed 
limits, he retained his station. The window 
looked towards.: tbo: idirubbery or garden 
of the Castle, fenced- by a^lptig: row of 
majestic palms. Thither his att^ention was 
inVdtuirtarify attracted^ by the plaintive 
warbling of a'*'ni^htiiigale, whbi^gmidst 
a thick erbye or'cameliks/ cedrali, and 
flowering ash, held her vigil. Sweetly in 
unfeon with the hour and the' sce»<^ \yfiQe 
the ^«I odious, notes.; they ^0eie^4 t^i^t^^l 
upon' the stiUnesft of ndgfati and,iRob(it of 
its gibbm, Hubei^o, Jn? wmpt. attenlkiti, 
' listeaf^ed to the v-esperhymn.of ib6.f«(a«lMP9d 
. WrWer, nor quitted the. caaenHEart till the 

%hfffl blast pi the hojn^.anaiaibei^g^anf itir 
i > triidcr 



» ■ ■ . . ; ' - * 

; "vi/ffLVt^J' ^ifpl^itw^ tw^vicp,, dpsMflr 

^¥AI«fejhmgS «W?ft so , oo^impB .H9W9 %r 
spojb,.tK9f.W!B>inusJ flease.tcj.ifojader.".;. 

me," retorted Vannina. — " BuJ. rupi laafii^ 
yq^i,, c^ t>e. strpngSTjwll h^v^ x^qr^ ;cause 
to complain qf, tlvp wpfde^r's ta^r^^nfigs,. t^^n 
tbe»Wjy4flif h*s,of tlie st<5^9g^'s,hp}iBsty." 
'< ]y^t I,, bjiljble?-. Why, the drawbridgfe 

p,qs(ied^y reseating hiai3el£ '^If I. was f;^^ 
•ifb^r coplppssPf 19 f*' cpnvent of females, by 
tjhe<maSi^| i^ience sbp'Uldl;^ the chief p&- 

.. f^ Ae^4 if I wa$^ logcd and master of Ais 

great dotn^iji^" iie^qioed V^^nina^ /' Td se;^ 

«4i3^9Mgh thf pr9vijiice,t hut I'il find a more 

,^ :f' Qi^. ii^y as| well wag? war with the 

1.% devil 



devil as ^itli a woman's tofigu^}" mutteredt 
Ludovico^ as the reiterated blast of the 
horfi^ succeeded by the loud peal of Di 
Rinaldini'ci SMininon^^ compeTled him to 
quit the hall. Wiiling to spare hrmself 
every unnecessary exertion> he ascended 
one of the supporting t6wers of the draw- 
bridge^ and; through the gratingsof aloop-^ 
hole, demanded who thus disturbed Ihe 
Castle's quiet f 

^' In the t)ame of the blessed Mary^ I 
•crave shelter P' replied a voice. 

Man, you may find that in the forest/' 
Oh ! if not from eompassion, at least 
from interest, hear me,'* pursued the siip^ 
pliant — ^' My kind good master, the Duca 
ili Monte Melissario, rah and will pay you 
tenfold for your trouble. 'Wounded By 
bandirti, he lies bleeding on the mountaili^ 
where, unltss compassion Stretches forth a 
hand to ^ave him, he must perish/* 

^* Admittance shall be immediately 
given," exclaimed Di Rinaldini, who, un- 
perceived by Ludovicoi had followed him 
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Itp the stairs ; an^, turning to tlie subdued 
itnTder, ^contrniied^ in a Toice of ^musuat 
sleriiness, '' Lower the drsnvbr idge ; and 
*w)ieii next distress claims a shelter^ ren^em- 
j)€^«'it.}s my €<^imnand> th^t tiie portala of 
M^ntvanzo be ins^ntly Qpene4«'^ 

Attended by sevenil domf^lcs^ liuberta 
fahn^elf followed ih$ ^trange^ to an exca- 
Tation in the rack> bemealh whose ponr 
detous arch rije senseless form af the'Buca 
j^^i:Mptir6 Melis^rro i^cline^- S<^ne on a 
,yilf|p£. litter, Jie::!^^ jconveyed id the 
.</a^^ ;iyfcei5c tbe4xert¥>9$s ^ Cyrils whQ$& 
JJbtte iknovlff^geol surgerjr hiid enabkcl 
him to take charge of the Jiotisehold during 
itl^eLabsence i^f, Father QiaiiMiD,. s^wfe- 
rig Wjied. th^ iH^^rJy ^»b?¥sted Jamp-c3^^^f- 
tl^^tim. The wpund in hi»AiS«*ivAic^iliail 
Jt)lf4;Ptpf^Myl was the:?pl? cau^e of .afii- 
;|iial: s^speinipn p ?i?4 thi? $flrc^&:of ja^tipi^fe 
liW^^EjssifuIly appll^4, scH>p ena|»k4^>Mm-fo 
,^t^i«ilate th^ warm gratiiwdfi.of Ikis he«»-. 
: 4i slighl: qoaviil^n, fpaeaod Qiver .hisi fta- 

• 1*3 Mrei^ 
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, t)i Rin^Idtmi. 'I^t^m him-im'e^e^ii^andieTed 

Jirmir^d the h^% Olid ^^ excl&nt^oti di 

* 

t?od^''' ^i^M tifrhiiig to-9Mb^m, *' ''fl* 
same look -fo wHftii^Itet bfefteid lilftf? ^eW, 
deceptive shade ! death has not spared thee 

■heait imict '«iife lo 4ifcrp^.-^YetU^Il>iffb/' 

in ^hc himiSd nt^inii '^f wild "iitfttiidH, 
/'ram I «at>ift lheCiKglie'itittffom»«i«»'?*'^^^ 

qJilii.<^^' To>j$p^ ttPthe-ijutW^iAid teild^ 

-4]Mcfa'^u4?'n^{;^; »if lif 9£iii$t ^M»ka«b ^tdmtmAh 
H*0— >ofl»tf,^ WWkSi ItKte vcty -hifli^HAIi^t 

.tQP»^i^:'^%il^^fr!' t^elAStt^ ffiW, ^It *> *lfc 

.^rij? » • - emotioa*. 



tstnotian^ My liouTsr of happiness iiave been 
ftw, herv^ h^Sen 'fl«eti^g, vanishing dlinost 
')sw ifm^fised.. fethtne, then, has the\fild 
.i}i8o«db]tri.*nihteyBoiPt)iefatemJ^ th>e^ 

rdascmi resethbfefficv <if astfanrger^ or do I 

He paused at the' jlaiimd %«arr, the 6kt£ 

gasfe of Huberto, and, with' a heavy sigh,. 

-e^njkhwted^^^'^lPmkldnj^Siftiorpthe mikiiite-- 

rmiffst^^^ ini}uirfes; ^^fbongbltcdnfcasf.wt 

--^kic 'yoiktidp., .yiixy \k htqUire your name, 
'Mr y<iBf 'Mtur^>rrtffiiM^'i^ <if ^a ibteiid^. 
'^M]^;/i0fiiricdy>dea^l6»aii^hdirt?.V f. i 

i\ ". I(dn^tflepMSbssor«tfi#(iB.€al«lei'*(«ridi 
to. hear.!' ' . . - 



'' The story is too long^ and is connected 
■with too many painful events to be recited/' 

jrepUed Huberto, Ti«in^.fi^om hissetlj and 
summoaing. the dome8Hcs.^-^''.Beside8» my 
Lord^ r^Qii dtctate$ impose necessay to 
the exhausted and hamssed spirits of my 
noble guests and by the rites of hospitality 

Ji.9bouId be ^nfocced/^ 

. The Duca appealed ' to be vexgiDg to* 
jyrsrds that climacteric iii the life^f man 
iivlien the effervescing gusts of youth paa» 
away, and yield to the thought of exp^ 
rienc^^ and the solidity oi judgment Hk 
form wits: tall, dignified, and commanding; 
Ills countenance of that stamp which clain» 
^heiiHteiett dfa easuar observer^ tempered 
by a daat .of thought, looking ratlier the 
'reault.%»f misliaxtiine tbaa of habit; hii 
smile the offttmg of resignation, not the 
spontaneous elfusion df the mind : he 
looked liice one \Yho^ in the tou^h .school 
of advevsityj h&4 learnt bow to feelisnd po 

endure, ; .;, 

In 
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. . Iq ^c mornings Di Rinal^^^i foijt)fd-h}s 
-guest bnt little reffeshed : ^b^i.pigbt.r]^ 
;.b^n passed ai yeflcctiDa; an4: |hQ ?^^ 
' tion . of his ^nind had; pro^pced a .4^£r$^ ftf 

fever; which fdr several days confined'hifb 
.ji close prisoner to hi&room. ; ; , » 

On the fourth morning of his. entrj|ilc;;r 
into the Castle> Huberto found l>im:n>0re> 
Ifban usually thoughtful : ; he had quitted 
his bed, and was recKnpig op a^couch) i^^sp: 
•the window^ from whibh a fixed and vacant 
Stare was^ directed^ wl^cji 'wandered ovejr 
all, yet foand no o^ect tp^f est om Xp 
♦he inquiri^^ of DLRinaldkii, lie aeknov^ 
kdged to have passed a restless n|ght ; and 
then demanded; " whether he. too/ had"^ 
jiot been dist|]xbed by any strange oGcurr- 
fences'* 

>:.-'* Strange pccurreAoe^ T'* repeated Di 
)ttnaldini — " To what occurrence; caaypa]fr 

Eccelenza possibly .allude ?V ; v, 

. ". Julio has xnenlioniad se^cerat KorM% 

«to#s," pursued the l)vci,,«,duting nqr 

I' i shortr 



^nito; kll of Vi^UihrfftAM'WlHb «9KA- 
•iragint bxitggeriiHictM cif 'i>g^»m«ee 3Mltt 

**«* {rtkleii^^rd y du hWflr thfe Wf<?e ? " 

" What voice r*'a1itt6lJt 1J««fhf«s6,^'^^(WelK 
tioned Huberto. — " Mysterious Heaven t: 
^hit'flltfitt'sa^f?" ' • 

'«<^f 'UStvoi > ei^t ki ' My bed, I >«*«w a^ 

We (iuifttiS^s, flMsamh ^^etigt^i/ty'iiriivfiia, Wf 
nmip'hix^ed 'et^r ; bVt -hb' SMn ^tfiMI 
^W§fin^h. 'A^t'^mnjs m -to ^e 'p^f^ 
tUrbeainf^'fe^bh ^^>a^i^ft»r d^e&m, ^ 
"it^-fa^tfi A^oM^^hg myself li&iti1t$i$>; V^bfet 
k^oifSliyp^iiPih, leehortf^ias Vfabu^h 'ftikh' 
*mi\m>the^S^d,^SWitBs\tiiikm. I'^piKtng^ 
-fW>tn^t, ^ana^had ttc^e¥e^6h£d tfi^s vetfti^ 
of the apartment, when the same Ai^tft'b- 
4d^aki>)«{4si(ed, '«<i«r1J(JrV 

Adelheida V t^ q^^> ^jurtfM ^ttte^ HVlili 
'^'ihla^g Vo(\:^ % <Mi8 >^t?t)guiyh6&. A 
«tKldoV^^nd*l)^){!oit^ 4«"fh^ <coriA<H«r 

•■• - the 
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Di Rink'ldhi]^ rgaspitig, cfbitvoUed, ioiik 
baclc upoh tbir^otldi : hid iie^rtjeh turned: 
^ID maiUe^^loB ban^s ve^ne ooM bnd Miflf^ 
' a thick film shut out the light of da)r. 
Duca eyedl him vrith mingfled* compb^ionv 
^nd^wbiMen;^ Saiiddnljr. the pd<w*ers of his ; 
Blind seemed to • return ;. he snatched :]»&. 
iluin^; 'mUhf tstfiipuktliitg, . '' W^t then > 
what tbtoSf :. 

. '* Pafdon -»rt<e," •^aid ^be Doca; " your 
emotions, are : top^viodient. . . I) v^uli^so^lh, 

" Torture me not/' implored Hobcrt;6 — 
/' dldl-me^^U: lay heart can bear it; Oh 

God ! what has it^ net^ -baiti^. ! -^ snid the 

* 

attndte thiFHl^f-rbcdUee|i<m43faiH#d his face 
tinUnrsi—^' 5*^11 aie.all'^^ with. 

- kyste^io^ iioMnci^;; * • %y rbNrt is. t4iug|,#ndt 
;Mill;n<H;ibwik.^' \,. ^: 

''A meteor^us-U^htr flashi^ ^^tiiLvrarl: the 
apartment/* he resum^adj !''>^;tb& banrfi 



>and the letters /variisbecl* But now> nty 
young friend^ let us banish the theme:; 
had I known its serious import, believe me^^ 
.it should not have been started/' 

*' No, no^^ nftoiirnfully cepfied Di Rinat- 
dini; '' indulge me: yxm sam only jhe 
hand/* ! . -. .. ' 



; f > 



"No«more/' 



' ^' Was the third finger eodrled^ by: . st 
rtiby?''' : • .• • rr. ■- '-- 

^ *■ I eouTd itotdislinguish : it seemed^ »a 
shadow motioning me to approach," ■ 

*f Holy Heaven .!^But4he voice— waSr 
iht Voice s^^t aiid^ harmonious h-^ '. - 

" No ; to me it sounded deep and se- 
pulchral.*- 

' ' "And it spoke no moi!e? Il repeated not- 
the solemn adjuration ?" 

^' The- irmaifid^r ;o* the* lii^ht, all' «iis 
perfefetly litiir and undisturbed/* replkd 
<he xIJuta%— '^ r lay till motniflig refiecling 
on the strange mysterious bc^uYteWe; a»d 
thmigh reduld not sleeps not oni^ idea ot 
fear* did I etttertaiiK''^ 

♦'leart 



*'F«ir1 Oh no ! fear and Adelheia* csin- 
not conjoin." 

" I knew Tier not." 

'' If you had/' e!(claimed Di Rinaldini, 
inrith all the' ardour - of sincere affection, 
/' you would have mourned her haplesjs 
late. Not the angels in Heaven could be 
xnore pure^ more faultless." 
.: ^^Ifafpiessi!"^ repeated the Duca — "Did 
she jndtfed fall by treachery ?" 
*,:**' She di^>." murmured Haberto^ bury- 
ing his face in his han.ds« 

►*• • • ^ , 

' The solenin' pause winch ensued was 
aloi)^. in^terrupted by the sighs of the 
mourner ; when at lepgth wkhdiuwing his 
iiMdi^'fiilfdl- easting a melancholy glance- on. 
his sable habif> he continued — '' She died 
•— B||t spare me the recital of ai taJe si^ 
replete ,with horroir. She died; and with 
her closed upon .«ie for evei;. the once gaiy 
smiliiig prospects, of life; Alas 1. the gravo, 
which efishrines the worshipped form of 

AdelheidaA holdii fbrtli the only restingr. 

• place 



-^tace 'her bereavwl aild ' wflefelied 'Misbsindl 
«re can know." 

" Hechusband !"'r^eated.(di«!«6Uitti^edi 

« Yes, tnyE&t^;'T(Otftipeo^,>ntit3iifim-- 
'edly <o, tfntfl miterjr SiNokSe thie fet*«8 tfC ' 
^sffsiinf. {Seeygt, bttti'hdiiisdtlMfeVer^tl^ 

bands which tied *S"-«tfnPcWfftdbythfti9«is. 
'6f ttiB ehiireh, bfy 'orfflft*, and Uy *H^Ven. 

Alas!! fatal, f^fal ctf Aft-ONltidA ! xMfe ib««r 
^"Hiclh ^dchiihidd'm^ a hu'i^baod MWh&d'the 

dear, the precious-'fie." 

" UnfoHunate lovers ! strange coin- 
<'cn'deii(!e''i6f o}^UMbt{(ri<f^<! "-'blMt^filOKri the^ 
^s of this Dift»> as'thle'!(i^r«tflk;dkfifliil4 
''cdn%assmn^(ole down lgs'#ii(<ek^ - 

'* Thait^ao f hedngrdous hoi>rdFl<flAigi^)M«lr: 
'thtaf Oi^le, via Jftexp!ie!abte fl(i5<iie^3i><eixi«s{B,'' 
•said 'HuHertb, "J cahntot ^rfjr. -Ml % . 

Iffiftif^edydur^tii^. 'lH'thfe fo4NK0ry,'«h! 
4hfe iif^<t imy Adelhb1da>V«6 'bti»lii]>it!^l«». 
bbtfirdtfd,' 't?«i#«fifrr -AHtflS*, •«fed"^i*ilbf 
lb <th^ inilii<ftbl^ iMU%elHi6 k>f ^i^jr^^AM^ . 
= '''J ' IkneJt; 



We %itKI^ ViHii '^Itbd %> when soft,. 

Angered on tho. stillness of fil^bf. ilt^tais 

chanted. Awe-struck, ^fisoiMdttmtrnhtfar 
=^*n ^ '6s '1+ite 'tttfe :%u'i>ftrte Was ddsed :: 

^tMe;<[ #Btlk8d'tbn««iMniV h, ar^ofrbdtk 
i«ae ' Tfifrlka^.^' 

ili^^ieidi bifrted: & iMti^se rtlMi^ht, now, . 

^^JfiM OM trfeavrhe^* ? 'Have you no enenfy^. 
-^llfb^ iS«iitt€S|flMhQriis]y ijjla^ing 0n th^ cre-^ 
^lialiiyxif J94iairido€nCTtfC^ ItirM t)i€ir feavs^ 

''*'Notie> *' HEdi Veii> sMl j udgci -me, " -f ft- 

^mA oh iitfinitafiim/' 

* • lA|^i»t]tis {gtHBst^ nananB xi«uid tfaen i;^ 

. joined, 
3 



• 



.jtxiDedi f' yfill you to-^ghtj without m^ 
.noancing yotir inicnfion, retire to ,iny 
apartiOfent/ and watch with, me the reluni 
. of midnighf?/'^ , • 

. , '^ Certainty : but what can loake that 
riastnction necsessary?" 

'^ Indulge fine/', said the Duca di Montfi 
Menssarto.<^*— '' That th^iinccimmoit spends 
which disturb thedomestic qttiet of Alon* 
tranzo are incomprehensible^ I a^nriti: I 
could wish to investigate this mysterious 
busiii€ss to its foandalibn. ^o^nds «iiqh as 
you describe are celestial; 'and, ifwe credit 
the existence of snperaaiturar ag4ncy^ they 
must flow from the spirit of Hearven-borti 
charity^ not revenge. To-night .we may 
possibly be enabittd ta.nneldak the imposh' 
ture ; or> ff Montranzo diould prove the 
haunt of an accusing diade^ who can saifr 
the searchmg hand! of Providence his not 
singled us out, its htiiiible iastrum'ents/ Id 
wield the thunder of retribution P In fiea- 
suring the credulity of your establishtiientj 
I have certainly loeta premature;, the stdries. 

retailed 
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retailed by Julio appeared extravagant^ 
even to . risibility^ thoi|gh> I must confess, 
they soaTcely ex^ceed >vhat I have myself 
beheld." . 

Huberto, whose agitation had encreased /• 
almost to frenzy^.. now wildly exclaimed^ 

- '' Retributip/i !-r-:f-^I become an instrument 
ofiretribution! JJ^o, never— nevejr. I have 

-«Worn *• But, checking himself, and 

reading amazem^ent in the features of hi& 
observer, be? ^ontiiioed, *^ Pardon' the 
apparent ii)consisteiu:y of n^iy conduct*-^ 
Alas 1 1 jcannot, I dare not embark in[th|^ 
bi;s^nessyou pappose/' .; . , _ 

fyDqar^e not, l^ignorl" replied bjis astq- 
nk^ed auditor, i 

*' Npj dcPT^ not** rejqined Di Rinaldim^ 
with.ajook e^prei^iye of the deepest d^- 

j^tipii>«-^^^ Bound by a solemn, jOAth-^-W* 

Butj fiearfQlIy p^usingj lest; iti the agitation 

. of his feelings he sliQuJd expeed the pre- 

jfM:ribed limits of jspfecb; vith a heavy si^ 

he coiu4uded*!~^' Qbj do not— do iiot urge 

?• Inexplicable,, 



J*. 



^iMktta, and't^kitig iEfbbert«%4n I^KfrUli^ ^Mi|» 
of friendship, " in - spite of appeahilitUSs, 
'in "^rlfe 6f the niyst^y Whfch 'fehv*lope». 
ybuV ey*i^ aitiori, tt^teart Wh)s]^r^5i£tfOrV 
iftfeiseirtdf ifteegi^ahdlion<»lP; ttti^bit- 
^tk^e^WPhav^ ^t«H>u$t^, !Ulft{ted; 4ast'hy 
HiielinBtic-'n, biit - by -sidrae Hidden and ^'W- 

%eft)d«yK i can ^l>ftfr:ydul»tior«»W«, ^^ 
*t»A«fe-Wy^illm b<^ih «MUt»ftl!a8 f<()it«i,fe-> 

Years r eK no; not'{i$fH«i«Milft)r!« ^ffffMe^ 

^fiii^ii^ tf^wlde W^Kt!}Asei)»fch>4M^^ce; 

but, like an ignis-fatuua, it etlflk^Wy^ftatf), 

«Wia'%l^feKs i^y ilM^^Ssj' ^glR^rtti ' the- 

')io)ds<k6t»tb1W^:iftAt^G^'^ttati^^r=^r 

-Iie>M^lAp'}l'«r'ih})¥d^,.^^l»f& ^Cfftbts: Htfb^ 
fWt d^|5pttihtt!il Jii»p<e,:^iid 4>itfdk Il«sip1ii».. 
TFhli <ftf§t4wni«nt-f>h(f(i^fS-7*i%- »f^«#t 
claitaed kindred; it was not the pow^9fBl 

pleadings 
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^a^itigs of gyjlfiiude tovrardfctfc^preicrvtr 
of my life — ah ht>.; it was gtfe^tcr,, H -w* * 
klt^gtr I ^f^htMti yeors^go, ib this Very 

^cwitttrizo^wittfheSy ^»e^^, lost '^ffr 

qilm^^ll4<ei^n!fy^(^stiif»d {$lo^ti<fD> aflSie^- 

'tftSrt)'dVdiHvh<*ltftln^ ntfe-^he- hs^fid MftidfA-- 

ship ri^^j^f»^d^<Hie> 'Hfrotigh fte'MitffltM^ 

<^i^mH6>m;iiijf^mA'iio'^h^0i^} ^$k(; oh 

iniseryfffjr^ftMl^^hdd^. -Ma, tD^UMH^- 
'jmiffso! iy«Ale,:gbiiterM(^ <te|dpM%ri^ndr 

from the bosom of love didst thoUi^'^ 
4»film'lDy4lby|:o9«: itfid> IWAnrihai^lia/bi^'eB^ 

own. Bii ti ^ft)n «f) >Irbl^«m 1 hie/'- gMft% 
with aching energy ^ttjk^D Di iRftiflldinif 

^^^qrhwigh 'tticto -aft i^Mtett «> Hfev^n, yet 
do I see thee speaks Mi, '- l(0i4k. -Bx^aift >fflb^ 

i«ifStQty>: leiiAptole f dii : ^> 'fxtecs tllere 
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j»o tie of relationship between DiMon^ 
tranzosand Di Rinaldini?" 

" Alasl*' sighed our hero, " Di RinaUini 
.can cUiiti no kindred tie: ian^ outcast op^ 
.phan». . Htoven gaiva bim friends^ but with- 
li^ld relationa. To the bene6c^nce of 
charity h^ stands indebted for all he pos- 
sesses^ wbi^h, in the hand of thc^Conle 
Alv^rpni^ snatched him from wandering 
wmtchedness^ and gave bim an asylum/' 
/ *^Tbc Conte Alvcrani !" s^id the Duca, 
iimsitg^i*^^ the CoBteAlverani married the 
;Iiady Jus^iBa^ .^ter io. qny ^ynfertunate 
.&ie94> the Marqbese. di .Ms^tmnw/' o 

$<i J have b^ari hiip: say/': repHfid 
Hubprto. .,..-'.,:'>.' 
. *' And,, in »ighj 0C hisr wife," ref^uvted 
thei;)u€a, ''.an :the death .of her^brotheiy be 
inherited these vast, possessions?" : . 

*' He did, mv tqrd." « > . ' 

• • • 

Have you neve;- ^hear^ the Cpntew 
^speakof her j:eJatiQns?" ^ : 1: ; > 

I '^i The Contessa died ere - tbel powei9 jpf 
..recollection were mine/' 



• ' • 
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'I'Tnre, Ireineittber she died, land left 
one daughter: and, as the husband of that 
daughter, you arc become possessed of thci 
domain?*' 
' *^ I consider it held irt trust,*' i^eplied Di 
Rinaldini-^'r Possibly- the Conte may yet 
return to claim it/' ^ 

''You are not then eertain of his dc- 
l^case?'^ ' 

The agitation of Huberto became dis* 
pressing. 

« No — I conclude— 1 have every reason 
to suppose he still lives ; biU ^ii^ entreat 
be questioned no farther/* 

TChe Duca/^ith evident reluctance, re-* 
mained silent, his eyes rivetted' on lh« 

pensive features x)f Huberto, when, sud- 

. • • • . . • 

denly ^rtlng-, '* Did yoa ever see the re- 
semblance of the MarcKesadi Montratizo? 
-— Biit pardon my inf blutitary iransgreission. 
i vfouM conform to your restriction, xriy 

interesting 



auyx^qry. ! £aii;i ^^^U I s^trih^^ ^l tp, at^ 
illusion of the semes ; but^alasl it:YrUlrW^ 

^. Ij is, not th?. bewil^^eri^d; flAghj^sko'^ 
^Bp^g^a^tion, g}vltig " ta airy nptftiftg;^ 

• • • « 

local habitation and a nanne;"i~Abiiiftl i^ 
9 stronger) and Ii^^ t0p^ - t^e^ F^sg^f^i^* ^^ 
Montranzo^ I behold a strikin^^ anr ip^^ri 
plicable resemblance to one, who, through 

Overcome by the scorpion sting of me* 
mpr^.^ the v^iqe of ihe^pqqa; (^Il[ete^,:tear^ 
»pron{g to %«yes» J^eaJhiwga h^a^yjj si^ 
he continued^—''* SMCh? evpiv a;re the sens^^* 
tions which attend the sad restrospection 

pf my earjy l\(e^ Jo^y? Iw-ey^r-has^ joy* 
^feftly r^J5t^;!cd oin thi^ ^>lcf^i.iig t^Jaf^ of 
the hcarti flit before u^e j \v^^ n^i^pigrj* 
in.painful^ prpcrastincttipia^ liugcdag^;9'0t 
t{xeix short-lived piqmfinls^ tHrj;i$* tO; ,tl^^ 
bl^nk and,4e§oJate4 P«P>^<ftS y^?J>^ tftf 
win, Uiiii;i^^i^|d J;)y r3«yi;€aHst|Mbq^tr 

. cumstances^ 



CDmiM;aiices, the: confidence of. cojtnratyni* 
cation shall not be withheld, though .now 
postponed. — When next we meet," extend- 
ing his hand, with \ faint smile? — .'* But let 
itie npw i>o longer fpel myself a restraint 
vpdn yopr a<;tions« Iii the evening, per- 
|»aps,.tbf). recital pf my iscwpwji ms^ rob, 
time of its listl^ ssnes?/' 

Di Rinaldini bowed in acq^uiescence i 
0^4^ as the.Duca di I^Ipnte Melissario, whp 
fi^ iipit yet recovered the effecjrs of his 
skirmish with the condottieri of the moun- 
taJiqs^.^pp^aii^d cxhaM,s.tecl and fa^^yed, Jhje 
retired from tjie apartment, and, musing 
on the mysterious occurrences of the pre** 
x^.ding..ni-ffht, bept his steps, to the Canjal- 
^pli.cpflv^nt. , . ' 

r \ K • • 

V 

^ • . ■ , J .. . 

. Jfe fpupd Ae gppd canon^ top iir tp 
co^ver^e ; a^^j as} the lay-brothe^. Father 
Cii^cpni^ quitted not the celU he returned 
tQ,,:MpqtranzOj, without mpntionin^ th^ 
Uftmp. ojf. fajsUlustriousguest^ or the inci^ 

dents 



dents whlch^ during his illness^ had frans* 
pired, 

a t 

The agitation which the revisal of formef 
scenes had occasioned^ produced a degree 
of fever, which^ acting on the unhealed 
wound of. the Ducsr, precluded the recital 
of the promised narrative, quiet being the 
prescription of the attentive Cyril, A night 
of unbroken repose was obtained^ through 
the assistance of a powerful opiate, and, 
aefreshed and exhilarated, he bailed the 
wahn rays of 'the morning sun, darting 
tlifough the casement, and giving life and 
Joy to created nature.. 

Not so Di Rinaldini; short, distressing! 
confused slumbers, disturbed by Starts of 
horror, mocked his efforts. Lgng^and 
dreary was the nighlf ; but no mysterious 
sounds broke upon its stillness. The 
chiming of the revolving hours were alone 
heard, save, when leaning from his window; 
the distant inonotony of the mountaia 

torrents^ 
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torrenls^ the shrill chirping of the grass* 
hopper, and the " drowsy hum'* of the 
*' shard-bdrne beetle/' swelled the passing 
gale. Reflecting on the eventful occur- 
rences of Tiis past life, on the festering 
chain of accumulating evils which had 
■•^ marked his dreary pilgrimage, he watched 
the first streaks of morning dappling thia 
russet grey of eVc, and, gradually swelling 
into brightntess, sweeping its level line 
from the glowing east, and dissipating the 
murky vapours of night's sable train. Bril* 
. liantly it advanced above the horizon ; 
trilliahtly its rays sparkled on the glassy 
bosom of the Metremo, now trembling 
over the variegated foliage of the forest; 
now mellowing with pleasing and diversi- 
fied shades, as the flexile branches waved 
in the spicy breeze of morning. — ".God 
of Omnipotence!" he ejaculated, " who, 
with thy creating breath, gives life and 
anindation to immaterial matter, awful in 
wonder are thy dispensations! The earth 
stands unmoved, mountains resist the wreck 

VOJL. I, M of 
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iof ages, the waves of the ocean ebb aiwl 
ilow, the moon wears out' her periodical 
course, the trees shed their verdare but for 
a season — all, save man, revives; he fades 
;away, and is seen no more; he sinks intjo 
the grave, and no reanimalin^ ray awakens 
him to gladness." 



Melancholy, yet calm, Di Rinaldinl quit- 
ted Montranzo, and sought the surrounding 
heights. Soaring *' on Heaven^born^wing," 
the '' mounting lai;k" warbled her swelling 
note of praise; while the agile chamois, 
spirting oyer the cone-topped precipices, 
j)lucked the rich herbage, .moist with pen- 
dent dew. Approaching the high turrets 
of St. Romuaid, peering in awful seclusion 
from amidst the clustering branches of its 
.age-rooted oaks, the grand and solemn swell 
of the organ burst upon the ear. Huberto 
involuniarily paused. Gradually rose the 
pensive harmony of the matin hymn, and 
then again the mellow voices of the monks 
-ceased, and the organ^ in a sublime solo; 

burst 
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burst hs loudest tones, and, gradually dyings 
flung its faintest notes to the low soft echo 
of the hills, which, as though emulating Its 
enthusiasm, re-echoed the solemn dirge, 
until its last lingering vibrations, save on 
the ear of fancy, ceased to play. , 

Passing through the long aisles and 
cloisteral walks of the monasterv, no idle 
questions checking his ardour, the brother- 
hood having all assembled in the chapel, 
Di Rinaldini, unobserved, reached the cell 
of the canon. Reclining on his mattress, 
he beheld Father Luitfrido ; one hand 
thrown upon the coarse serge,, the only 
covering the rigid rules of his order, ad- 
initted, the other supporting his bloodless 
cheek: his loose gown of black stuff, his 
cowl, and scapulary, lay on a rude bencR 
on the opposite side of the cell. From one 
corner impended a large crucifix ; beneath^ 
upon a stone stand or table, lay a rosary, 
a calendar of the saints, and the fleshiest' 
discoloured semblance of a human skuIL 

m2 , ' Hubert 0- 
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Huberto's eyes wandered, in inexpressible 
borror, anound tliis gloomy comfortless doi^- 
niitory ^ be thought of the words of Father 
Brazilio, when classing content :tnd peace 
with a life of seclusion^ and shuddered at 
the deprivations which religion enjoined. 

Tbe bosom of the canon's under-garment, 
moulded in the same fbrm as his outer ojie, 
but composed of whi^te flannel, was open 
sufficiently to betray th« glittering case of- 
some cherishe<l relic, encrusted with dia- 
monds. It appeared in the fotm of a heatf, 
-suspended by a' black tibbon . Di Rinftl- 
dini started: he had once, in the cabinet 
of the Conte Alverani, beheld its exact 
counterpart ; and, by attempting a too 
minute examination, had incurred the dis^ 
pleasure of his benefactor. — '* Strange!" 
he articulated, and a secret indescribable 
impulse seemed to impel bim to the scru- 
tiny ; but checking himself, a blush of 
wounded pride, of sdf-accusation, re- 
proached the suggcstiottt— '' Perish the 

mean 
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ineaa purloiner of the soul's secret!" he 
softly apostrophized — *' Already, or I much 
mistake rae^ has curio&ity braved some un- 
ballowed h^nd to violate its sanctity.-*- 
Sleep on, my pr^ce^tor^ my friend; not the 
mandate of Heaven shall be more sacred/' 
And, unwillirig to trust to the frail weak- 
ness Qf humanity, he cartfylly replaced the 
folds of' the babit> axid hid the magnet froni 
Tiew. 

t^ft>si\«nibi^^ of tl>^ cat^QDf Sqft; ^nd w- 
di.^ujt'lted. wa§ his V^lhi^g- : I^is fe^ti^res^ 
iVis tru?, yf<«e tj\^;S%lIftv^hufl^^ si(:k;nQs^; 
bMt fanej} 9efm04 to, b^w outfii!tepp«4 Wsr 
Uyfeig to«fe ,fw a v^gf^nt smite of JQJ 
pdft^M QM» idheifik A. few/ mapiiculfite 

sounds trembled on his lips: suddenly^ ^^ 
aspect changed ; the whole expression of 

hifi (^MV(tf»»9k€^ v^jri^d to. thr g^9m pf 

lids^ trickled down his cheeks;. «g^,blKi^tl^ 

M 3 ' ing 



Sis Bl MONTRAN20. 

ing a hollow convulsed sigh, he exclaimed^ 
'^ No, not one comfort was left me — . 
Heaven claimed my child, and man — ^Hap- 
less, hapless Florentini ! hadst thou no hand 
to avert the assassln-s poniard ? Why didst 
thou not smile, poor sufferer i^ — ah, surely 
a smile must have disarmed vengeance? — 
Why question me? havel'not said I sus-^ 
pect not the h;^nd which aimed it?'' 

'' bur poor brother frequently talks thus,"^ 
said Father Giacome^ wbo> unobserved^ had 
entered the cell. — "Holy St. Benedict!. I 
have often seen his pillow — for the lenient 
rules of pur order perofiit us that indul* 
gence^ Signor — aSt wet with tears as if it 
bad Iain the live-long night upon the 
xnonntains. When he first came to ^X. 
Bomuald, he was certainly mad-^nay^ even 
now '* 

Bt!t the frown of disapprobation which 
lowered on the features of Iluberto checked 
ihe conclusion^ 
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'^Oh^ such* a stormy, stormy night, Sig- 
nor!" continued the lay-brothen — ''The 
very foundation of the monastery seemed 
fb crack, as. the winds gathered round it,, 
and the rain pelted so loud agninst the 
stained windows,^ that, though we were all 
assembled: 'in the refectory, we never once 
heard the knoclcihg for admittance." 

" And did the good canon, alone and 
unsheltered, weather the horrors of such a 
night r*' ' diemanded* the sympathizing, Dl 
Rinaldini, 

'' No^ not alone," rejoined Father Gia* 
come: '' the haild of God waS'Upon him;. 
fdr, all afc once, the tempest became so 
hushed, that we. Beard his. groans in the 
pauses. When he came in, he was so - 
muffled up in a cowl, that we could ,not * 
see his features ; and foi» many months he 
never mixed with the brotherhood^ never 
looked up, nor ever spoke — gUdrrigin and' 
out of the chapel just like a*ghost, and 
always praying so devoutly. Many thouglit 
him a penitentiary, but I al\vays thought 
him a raamac." 
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'' Poor Father Luitfrido ! '* sighed Hubcrip, 
his eyes resting on the unconscious subject 
of conversation; but again turning to the 
narrator, asl^ed^ '' How many years has he 
been an itimate of these walls?^' 

'' Near upon seventeen,*' replied the 
loquacious Giacome— '' just two years after 
the Conle Alverani became possessed of* 
Montran^o. — Ah ! 'tis very near indeed 
upon seventeen years, for it. was the. eve of. 
|he blessed St. Benedict hin^self^ and^ come 
next — — '' 

At that instant ji heavy sob burst from 
the labouring heart of the canpn^ and,.. 
starting, from his pillow^ " Ah! yondeiv 
yonder it f^its !'' he exclaimed — •/' I tett 
y pu^ it is no shade^ — it is Florentini !** . 

The exertion broke the shaekles of sleep ; 
hi^ heavy eye& unclosed ; they fixed upon 
Hubertp, and the swpetcs^ smile of recog- 
nition hailed his approach. But traitiiuent 
ivas Aat jwilc^ tca^ient ^^ the hand's soft 

presisuriB^. 
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pressure,. Di Rinaldini saw the effort, ^ 
the summer heat's electric fife emanating 
for a moment, vanish, ai>d gloomy despon- 
dency remain behind. Alarmed ^1 the death- 
like paleness, at the languid inanity of his 
friend, he struggled with, the heavy sob of 
sympathy, as softly he whispered, ^' Alas, 
my preceptor! is joy and sorrow alike un- 
felt? Has friendship. Tost its powers to 
ameliorate? Once my presence failed not 
to s^w^Hi^n pl^aspre : uoyi it is unnoticed^ 

disr^gard^4-" 

'' Joy!" feebly ^rt^culati^d the iuya^li^^-^ 

" joy is a seinblancie, an airy shadqw ; yQt 

has it been restored to me. For a moptent 

I felt its effervescence, for a moment I 

yielded to the pkasii^g. fsiqtasy^ fpj ^ vm^ 

inent | hj^iled the delusiqa. My Flprentinij. 

beaptepus as when last \^ parted, bid the 

team of affliction qeasp-r-shq wiped then^ 

from my burning cheeks--she whispered 

happiness and rapture I Oh ! it was a dream 

so $w^et, so tender, so full of. hope, of 

bliss^ of cctasy! it was, a. 4^Urww of the 

senses; 
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senses; but it was ar foretaste of Heaven T 
— Florenlmi was my wife — was the motherr . 
of my Boy— was all-that the soul could sigK 
for, all that (he heart could covet! Thisv 
ccllj this cowl, this scapiilary, excludes the- 
world ; but they exclude not memorv — 
, Oh no ! the bitter shaft' reaches beyond- 
the stretch of mortal power — its verge is, 
(death— there alone is it silenced. Me- 
thought- — " 

^^ Brotber/' interrupted Esther Gia- 
come, " already have you infringed on the* 
restriction of our holy superior : silence 
was enjoiii^d, not as a penance, hut as a^ 
specific.**: \ 

J" 

The canon bowed his head in mild' sub- • 
mission, while Huberto, in conformity to. 
the sfgnal of the lay-brother, reluctantly 
quitttd the side of his friend. Incapable 
of attending to the querulous exordiums, , 
and insipid dogmas of the holy inhabitants 
of St. Romi'ald, he quitted the monastery^, 
and; wandering among the Apennines, re-' 

turned: 



t • 
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turned nor to Montranzo till the sun had 
reached its meridian-height. 

It was at the close of day, when the 
brightest tint of pqrple lingered on the 
cloud-capped- summits of the mountains^ 
and alj beneath was wrapt in misty shadow^ 
that Di Rinaldini and his guest, from 
an open mirador, gazed on the dark out- 
line of the shagged precipices of granite^ 
thickly dotted with pinasters^ holly, and^ 
under wood. The rude features of the 
landscape imperceptibly softened into ob- 
scurity, for each, alikfe absorbed by his own 
reflections, traced not the rapid strides of' 
night. 



9 

Huberto, lost in the secret fbldings of 
his heart, was musing on Adelheida— the; 
Duca revising the events of other years r^ 
one moment the truant smile of bliss played 
upon his features; the next saw them sad- 
dened in the gloom of despondency.—*' 
Heavy w^s the sigh which, memory wrung— ^ ^ 

Huberts 
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Huberto started. — " Pardon mCj my youn^g^ 
friend/' said the Diica — " it is the infer- . 
ences drawn between my last and my pre-- 
sent residence under the roof of Montranzo> 
v^hich revives the tale of former sufferings* 
Then the bud of love was blighted, but 
friendship blossonxed unsubdued; then life 
held forth a promise of peace, in the i^ooth- 
ing ofTiGCS of interest and aiTection/' 

" Is the world |q bi^rrep/' demanded IH 
Rin^ldini, " that its extensive wpg^ en* 
cp;i)p^$^s u.O;bone fr^nd?-r.or may I con- 
clude the iron h^nd of mi%fo]r4iin^ ^ h^V^' 
cpmpressed your heart to the dull coii 
i^ui&nce of sfiisanthropy B" 

" No/* mournfully rejoined the Duca r 
" yott mistake my meaning. My heart feels> 
all th(B social w^i;mth, of nature, ^11 the^ 
philanthropic l^ive of humanity ^ I fly nqt, 
from, my fellow-beings in hpftred or ia di^Sr 
gust ; I fly, be,ca^i3$e my soul sickfens^ ?jt the 
sound o,f joj, bccajuse my squl; turns the, 
voice of pleasure to tha gaU of disappoint'r 
m^RU The wiJrp I haye^ Ip^tj, the friei)4 ) 

deplore^ 



tt 
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lieplore, admit of no parallels : the one was 
withheld by Wranny, the other snatched 
from me by death/' 

1 By tyranny !*V re|)ea ted Hnberto-^ — 
Ah ! what power could subvert the laws 
of God ? could overthrow the ties of 

nature?" 

'' The fanaticism of religion/' replied 
the Duca di Monte Melissario, " the pre- 
judice of sect, the vindictive hatred of 
mortified' pride, ^nd the revenge of dis- 
appointed ambition. Mine i^ a mournful 
tale, deadly to peare, but dear'to remem- 
brance — a tale which maiks the futility of 
earthly dependence, which displays the ar-- 
"bitrary stretch of unjust prerogative. In 
the promised recital of the events of my 
'early life, I shall have great claims on your 
patience; for, in probing the bleeding 
wounds of memory, the error of egotism 
is too frequently the fault of the narr 
rator/' 

'' Gratifying to my feelings as is this 
proof of confidence/* said Di Rinaldini^ 

'' yet 
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'^ yet not to ingiilge a vain cyrrosity vrouid 
I inflict pain on the sensitive heart." 
'* Fear nof, my young friend," rejoined 

_ * ■ 

the Duca — " Believe me," faintly smiling, 
*' it is but expressing my constant thoughts. 
,The simple detail of my sorrows cannot 
encrease their force, for time has subdued 
them to that calm state of melancholy 
%^'hich admits not of violent gustsk" 

Hiiberto bowed ; and the Duca, after a 
.'momentary phuse, commenced the follow- 

ing narrative. 
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